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A WIFE FOR A ]^ONTH Act i 


AShis Primus. Sana Prima. 

Enter King Frederick, Sorano, Valerio, Camillo, 
Cleant|ies, Mcnallo, and Attendants. 

Sor. your Grace speak? 

W Ere. Let me Jone, Soranoy 
Although my thoughts seem sad, they arc welcome to me. 

Sor. You know I am private as your secret wishes, 
Ready to fling my soul upon your service, 

EVe your command be on’t. 

Fre. Bid those depart. 

Sor. You must retire my Lords. 

Cam, What new design is hammering in his head now ? 
Cle, Let’s pray heartily 

None of our heads meet with it, my Wife’s old. 

That’s all mv comfort. " 

Men. Mine’s ugly, that I am sure oh. 

And I think honest too, ’twould make me start else. 

Cam. Mine’s troubled in the Country with a Feaver, 
And some few infirmities else; he looks again. 

Come let’s retire, certain ’tis some she-busincss. 

This new Lord is imployed. 

Eal. ric not be far oflF, because I doubt the cause. [£jr. 
Fre. Arc they all gOhe? 

Sor. All hut youf faithful Servant. 

Fre. I would tell thee, 

Bm *t« a thing thou cans! not like. (Sir: 

Sor. Pray ye speak it, is it my head ? I have it ready for ye, 
I$’t any aftion in my power ? my wit ? 

I care not of what nature, nor irtat follows. 

Fre. I am in love. / 

Sor. That’s the least thing pf a thousand, 

The easiest to atchicvc. * 

Fre. But with ifrbomy^ Sorano i 

Sor. With whom you please, you must not be deny’d, Sir. 

Fred. Say it be. with one of thy«|Cihswomen. 

Ar, Say withalj 

1 ihall more love your Grace, I shall mor^ honour ye, 
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Sc. I A WIF^ FOR A MONTH 

And would 1 had enough to serve your pleasure^ 

Fni. Why ’tis thy Sister then, the fair Evantht^ 
rie be plain with thee* 

&r* Flc be as plain u^ith you, Sir, 

She brought not her perfections to the world, 

To lock them in a case, or hang ’em by her^ 

The use is all she breeds ’em for, she is yours, Sii^ 

Fnd. Dost thou mean sciiously? ' * 

&r. I mean my Sister, 

And if I had a dozen more, they were all yours : 

Scispie Aunts I have, they have t^en hlandsom# Women, 

My Mother’s dcad^ indeed, |ihd spme few Cousins 
That arc now shooting we shall sec shortly. 

Frfd, No, ’tis Evanwe. 

Sor, I have sent my man unto her, 

Upon some business tp come presently 

Hither, she shall come ; your Grace dare speak unto her ? 

Large goWen promises, and sweet language, Sir, 

You know what they work, she is a compleat Courtier, 
Besides Tie set in. 

Fred. - She waits upon my Queen, 

®^What jealousic and anger may arise, 

Incensing her ? 

Sor. You have a good sweet Lady, 

A Woman of so even and still a temper^ 

She knows not anger; say she were a fury, 

I had thought you had been absolute, the great King, 

The fountain of all honours, plays and pleasures, 

Your will and your commands unbounded alsof 
Go get a pair of Beads and learn to pray, Sir. 

Servant, 

Ser. My Lord, your siVvant stayes. 

^ Sor. Bid him come hith|r, and bring the Lady with him. 

Fred. I will woo her, 

And either lose my self, or win her fiwour. 

Sor. She is coming in. 

Fred. Thy cy^ shoot through the door, 

They arc so piercing, that the t^ms th^y dart 
Give new light ^ the room* 

A 2 
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A WIFE FOR A MONTH Act i 

Enter Podramo and Evanthe. 

Evan. Whither dost thou go? 

This is the Kings side, and bis private lodgings, 

What business have I here ? 

Pod. My Lord sent for ye. e 

Eii)an. His lodgings are below, you are mistaken. 

We left them at the stair-focft* 

Pod. Good sweet Madam. 

Evan. I am no Counsellor, njpr important Sutor, 

Nor have no private business |hrou^ tb^e Chambers, 

To seek him this way, ^o’ *my life thou art drunk. 

Or worse than drunk, hir’d to convey me hither 
To some base end ; now I look on thee better. 

Thou hast a bawdy face, and I abhor thee, 

A beastly bawdy face, Tie go no further. 

Sor. Nay shrink not back, indeed ypu shall good lister, 
Why do you blush? the good King will not hurt^ye,^ 

He honours yc, and loves ye. 

Evan. Is this the business i 

Sor. Yes, and the best you ever will arrive at if you be wisc,^ 
Evan. My Father was no bawd. Sir, 

Nor of that worshipful stock as I remember. 

Sor. [You] are a Fool. 

Evan. You arc that I shame to tell ye. 

Fred. Gentle Evanthe. 

Evan. The gracious Queen, Sir, 

Is well and merry, Heaven be thanked for it, 

And as I think she waits you in the Garden. 

Fre. Let her wait there, I talk not of her Garden, 

I talk of thee sweet Flower. ^ 

Evan. Your Grace is pleasant, 

To mistake a Nettle for a Ros» 

Fre. N.0 Rose, nor Lilly, nf>r no glorious Hyacinth 
Arc of that sweetness, whiteness, tenderness, 

Softness, and satisfying blessednfe^ 

As my Evanthe. ^ 

Efan. Your Qrace ^eaks very fWingly, 
t would not be a handsome wench in your ^ay, Sir, 

For a new Gown. 
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Sc. I A WIFE FOR A MONTlT 

Fred, Thou art all han<]somnes$| 

Nature will be ashatn’d to frame another 

Now thou art made, thou hast rob’d her of her cunning : 

Each several part about thee is a beauty. ^ 

Ser, Do you hear this Sister? ^ 

Evan. Yes,* unworthy Brother, but /II tftis wi^ n^t do. 

Fred. But love Evanthe. ^ 

Thou shalt have more than lisords, wealth, ease, and honours, 
My tender Wench. 

Evan. Be tender pf my credit, ^ 

And I shall love you. Sir, and I shall iionour ye. 

Fred. I love thee to enjoy ;thec, my Evanthe^ 

To give the.e the content of love. 

Evan. Hold, hold, Sir, ye are too fleet, 

I have some business this way, your Grace can nc’r content* 

Sor. You stubborn toy. ^ 

Eban. Good my Lord Bawd I thank ye. 

Fre. Thou shalt not go bplieve me, sweet Evanthe^ 

So high I will advance thee for this favour. 

So rich and potent I will rake thy fortune, 

*^And thy friends mighty. 

Evan. Good your Grace be patient, 

I shall make the worst honourable wench that ever was, 
Shame your discretion, and your choice. 

Fred. Thou shalt not. 

Evan. Shall I be rich do you say, and glorious. 

And shine above the rest, and scorn all beauties, 

And mighty in command ? 

Fred. Thou shalt be any thing. 

Eva. Let me be honest too, and then' I’lc thank ye. 
Have you not such a titlt? to bestow too ? 

If I prove otherwise, I would know but this, Sir ; 

Can all the power you have or all the riches, 

But tye mens tongues up from discoursing of me, 

Their eves from gazing at my glorious folly. 

Time tnat shall come, from wondering at my impudence^ 
And they that read t%y wanton life from^ curses ? 

Can you do this ? have ye this Magick in ye ? ' 

This is not in your povFcr, diough you be a Prince, Sil^, 

No more^than evil is in ho|y Angels,* 
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A WIFE FOR A IVfONETH Act i 

Nor I, I hope : get wantonness confirm’d 
By Aft of Parliament an honestv, 

And 80 receiv’d by all, Tie hearken to ye. 

Heaven guide your Grace. 

Fred, Evanthcy stay a little, 

I’le m more wantonness, I’le marry thee. * 

Eifan, What shall the Queen do? 

Fred, I’le be divorced froA her. 

Eva, Can you tell why ? what has she done against ye ? 
Has she contrived a Treason ’gaunt *your Person? 

Abus’d your bed? does disobeoience urge ye? 

Fred, That’s all one, ’tis my will. 

Evan, ’Tis a most wicked one, 

A most absurd one, and will show a Monster; 

I had rather be a Whore, and wifti less «ln, 

To your present lifSt, than Queen to your injustice. 

Yours is no love, Faith and Religion fly it. 

Nor has no taste of fair aflPeftion in it, 

Some Hellish flame abuses your fair body. 

And Hellish furies blow it ; look behind ye. 

Divorce ye from a Woman of her beauty. 

Of her integrity, her piety ? 

Her love to you, to all that honours ye. 

Her chaste and vertuous love, are these fit causes? 

What will you do to me, when I have cloy’d ye? 

You may find time out in eternity, 

Deceit and violence in heavenly Justice, 

Life in the grave, and death among the blessed, 

Ere stain or brack in her sWeet reputation. 

Sor, You have fool’d enough, be wise now, and a woman, 
You have shew’d a modesty suffident, 

If not too much for Court. 

Evan, You have shew’d an |impudence, 

A more experienc’d bawd would^ blush and shake at ; 

You will make my kindred mighty. 

FreeL Prethei hear me. 

Evan, I do Sir, and I count it a#grCat oflFer. 

Fred, km of thine. 

Evan. ’Tis like enmtgh you may clap honour on them, 
But how ’twill sit, an# how men will adore it, 
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Sc. I A WIFE* FOR A MONETH 

Is Still the question. Tie tell you what they’l say, Sir/ 
What the report will be, and ’twill be true too, 

And it must needs be comfort to your Master, 

These are the issues of her impudence : 

rie tell your Grace, so dear I hold the Queen, 

So dear that honour that she nurs’d me up in, 

I would first take to me, for my lust, a Moor, 

One of your Gally-slaves, thft cold and hunger, 

Decrepit misery, had made a mock-man, 

Than be your Queen.^ . 

Fred. You are bravely resolute. 

Evan. I had rather be a Leper, and be shun’d. 

And dye by pieces, rot into my grave. 

Leaving no memory behind to know me. 

Than be a high Whore to eternity. 

Fre. You have another Gamester I perceive by ye, 

You durst not slight me else. 

Sor. rie find him out. 

Though he lye next thy heart hid, Tie discover him, 

And ye proud peat, I’le make you curse your insolence. 

Fal. Tongue of an Angel, and the truth of Heaven, 
How am I blest ! [Exit Val. 

Sor. Podramo go in hast 

To my Sisters Gentlewoman, you know her well. 

And bid her send her Mistris presently 
The lesser Cabinet she keeps her Letters in, 

And such like toyes, and bring it to me instantly. Away. 
Pod. I am gone. [Exit. 

Enter the Queen with two Ladies. 

Sor. The Queen, f 

Fred. Let’s quit the place, she may grow jealous. 

[Ex. Fred. Sorano. 

Queen. So suddenly departed ! what’s the reason ? 

Does my approach displease his Grace? arc my eyes 
So hatcml to him ? or my conversation 
Infedted, that he Hies me ? Fair EvanthOy 
Arc you there i theif I see his shame. 

Mvan. ’Ti$ true. Madam, 

’Thus piec’d Ms goc^ness to be pleasant with me. 



A WIFE FOR A MONETH Act i 

’Tis strange to find thjr modesty in this place. 
King offer fair? does thy face take him? 

)it*i Wash Evanthey 'tis a very sweet one, 
iJics he rain gold, and precious promises 
Into thy lap? will he advance thy fortunes? 

Sjialt thou be mighty, Wench ? 

Evan, Never mock, Madam ; 

’Tis rather on your part to be lamented. 

At least revengM, I can be mighty Lady, 

And glorious too, glorious and great, as you are. 

Que, He will Marry thee ? 

Evan, Who would not be a Queen, Madam ? 

Que, ’Tis true Evanthe^ ’tis a brave ambition, 

A golden dream, that may delude a good mind, 

What shall become of me? 

Evan, You must learn to pray, 

Your age and honour will become a Nunnery. 

Que, Wilt thou remember me? [Weeps, 

Evan, She weeps. Sweet Lady 
Upon my knees I ask your sacred pardon, 

For my rude boldness : and know, my sweet Mistris, 

If e’re there were ambition in Evanthe^ 

It was and is to do you faithful duties ; 

’Tis true I have been tempted by the King, 

And with no few and potent charms, to wrong ye, 

To violate the chaste joyes of your bed ; 

And those not taking hold, to usurp your state ; 

But she that has been bred up under ye, 

And daily fed upon your vertuous precepts, 

Still growing strong by example of your goodness, 

Having no errant motion from ob^ience, 

Flyes from these vanities, as meer illusions ; 

And arm’d with honesty, defies all promises. 

In token of this truth, I lay my ^ife down 
Under your sacred foot, to do you service. 

Que, Rise my true friend, thou vertuous bud of beauty, 
Thou Virgins hdibur, sweetly blow and fjpurish, 

And that rude nipping wind, that seekf to blast thee, 

Or taint thy root, be curst to all posterity j ^ 

To my protedion from this hour I take ye,% 
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Sc. 1 A WIFE FOR A MONETH 

Yes, and the King shall know — 

Evan, Give his heat way, Madam, ^ 

And ’twill go out again, he may forget all. 

Enter Camillo, Cleanthes, and Menallo. 

Cam, What have we to do with the times? we cannot 
Let ’em go on, when they are swoln with Surfeits (’em. 
They’l burst and stink, then all the world shall smell ’em, 
Cle, A man may live a bawd, and be an honest man. 
Men, Yes, and a wise man too, ’tis a vertuous calling. 
Cam, To his own Wife especially, or to his Sister, 
The nearer to his own bloud, still the honester ; 

There want such honest men, would we had more of ’em. 
Men, To be a villain is no such rude matter. 

Cam, No, if he be a neat one, and a perfeft. 

Art makes all excellent : what is it, Gentlemen, 

In a good cause to kill a dozen Coxcombs, 

That blunt rude fellows call good Patriots? 

Nothing, nor ne’r look’d after. 

Men, ’T is e’en as much, as easie too, as honest, and as clear. 
To ravish Matrons, and deflower coy Wenches, 

But here they are so willing, ’tis a complement. 

Cle, To pull down Churches with pretension 
To build ’em fairer, may be done with honour, 

And all this time believe no gods. (angers. 

Cam, I think so, ’tis faith enough if they name ’em in their 
Or on their rotten Tombs ingrave an Angel ; 

Well, brave Alphonso^ how happy had we been. 

If thou had’st raign’d I 

Mm, Would I had his Disease, 

Tyed like a Leprosie to tny posterity. 

So he were right again. 

Cle, What is his Malady? 

• Cam, Nothing but sadiand silent melancholy. 

Laden with griefs and thoughts, no man knows why neither 5 
The good Brandino Father to the Princess^ 

Used all the art atid^ industry that might w. 

To free Alphomo from this dull calamity, 

And seat him i<^ his rule, he was bis eldest 
And noblest to^ had not fair nature stopt in him, 
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A WIFE FOR A MONETH Act i 

For which cause this was cbos^ to inherit, 
fr^derkl the younger. 

Cle. Does he use his Brother 
With that respeft and honour that befits him ? 

Cam, He is kept privately, as they pretend, 

ITo give more ease and comfort to his sickness ; 

But he has honest servants, the grave Rugio^ 

And Fryar Marco^ that wait upon his Person. 

And in a Monastery he lives. 

Men, *Tis full of sadness, 

To see him when he comes to his Fathers Tomb, 

As once a day that is his Pilgrimage, 

Whilst in Devotion, the Quire sings an Anthem : 

How piously he kneels, and like a Virgin 
That some cross Fate had cozen’d of her Love, 

Weeps till the stubborn Marble sweats with pity. 

And to his groans the whole Quire bears a Chorus^ 

Enter Frederick, Sorano, with the Cabinet^ and Podramo. 

Cam, So do I too. The King with his Contrivers, 
This IS no place for us. [Exeunt Lards. 

Fred, This is a jewel, 

Lay it aside, what paper’s that? 

Pod, A Letter, 

But ’tis a womans. Sir, I know by the hand. 

And the false Orthography, they write old Saxon. 

Fred, May be her ghostly Mother’s that instrufts her, 
Sor, No, ’tis a Cousins, and came up with a great Cake. 
Fred, What’s that ? 

Sor, A pair of Gloves the Dutchess gave her, 

For so the outside says. • 

Fred, That other paper? (Saints and Crosses. 

Sor, A Charm for the tooth-ach, here’s nothing but 
Fre, Look in that Box, methifiks that should hold secrets.* 
Pod, ’Tis Paint, and curls of Hair, she begins to exercise. 
A glass of Water too, I would fain taste it, 

But I am wickedly afraid ’twill silane^ nlfe, 

Never a Conduit-ripe to convey this water. 

Sor , These arc all Rings, Deaths-heads, an4 such Mirmntds 
Her Grandmother, and worm-eaten Aunts iftt to her, 

10 



Sc. t A WIFE FOR^ MONETH 

To tell her what her Beauty miisl atrive at. 

Fnd, That, that, ^ (Ladiea;' 

Pod. They are written songs, Sir, to provoke young 
Lord, here^s a Prayer-Book, how these agree! 

Here’s a strange union. (Patient. 

Sor. Ever by a surfeit you have a julep set to cool the 
Fred, Those, those. 

Sor, They are Verses to the blest Evanthe, 

Fred, Those may discover, 

Read them out, Sorano, 

To the blest Evanthe. 

Let those complain that feel Loves cruelty^ 

And in sad legends write their woeSy 
With Roses gently has coreSied mey 
My War is without rage or blows : 

My Mistriss eyes shine fair on my desireSy 
And hope springs up enflamld with her new fires. 

No more an Exile will 1 dwelly 

With folded armsy and sighs all dayy 
Reckoning the torments of my Helly 
And flinging my sweet joys away : 

I am caltd home again to quiet peacey 
My Mistriss smilesy and all my sorrows cease. 

Yet what is living in her Eye? 

Or being blest with her sweet tonguey 
If tbmeMo other joys imply^ 

A golden Givey a pleasing wrong: 

To be your own but one poor Monthy Fd give 
* My Touthy my Fortuney and then leave to live, 

^ Fred, This is my Rival, that I knew the hand now. 

Sor, I. know i% I havl seen it, ’tis Falerio\ 

That hopeful Gentlemans, that was brought up with ye. 

And by your charge, nourish’d and fed 
At the siune Tabte,«with the same allowance. 

Fred, And all this courte^c to mine me ? 

Cross my desirm? ’had better have fed hurablicr, 

And stood at greater distance from my ^rj : ^ 
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A WIFE FOI^ A MONETH Act i 

Go for him quickly, instantly, 

Whilst my impatient heart swdls high with choler ; 

Better have lov’d despair, an8" safer kiss’d her. [Ex. Lords. 

Enter Evanthe, and Cassandra. 

Evan, Thou old weak fool, dost thou know to what end, 
To what betraying end he got this Casket ? 

Durst thou deliver him without my Ring, 

Or a Command from mine own mouth, that Cabinet 
That holds my heart ? you unconsiderate Ass, 

You brainless Ideot. 

Cas. I saw you go with him, 

At the first word commit your Person to him, 

And make no scruple, he is your Brothers Gentleman, 

And for any thing I know, an honest man ; 

And might not I upon the same security deliver him a Box ? 
Evan. A Bottle-head. * 

Fred, You shall have cause to chafe, as 1 will handle it. 
Evan, I had rather thou hadst delivered nie to Pirats, 
Betray’d me to uncurable diseases. 

Hung up my Pifture in a Market-place, 

And sold me to wild Bawds. 

Cas, As I take h, Madam, 

Your maiden-head lies not in that Cabinet, 

You have a Closer, and you keep the Key too,. 

Why are you vex’d thus ? ^ 

Evan, I could qurse thee wiqkqdly, ^ v 

And wish thee more deformed than Age can mi^^hee. 
Perpetual hunger, and no teeth to satisfie it, ^ 

Wait on thee still, nor sleep be found to c^sc it; 

Those hands that gave the Casket,* may the I’alsie^ 

For ever make unuseful, even to feed thee : 

Long winters, that thy Bones turn to Isicles, 

No Hell can thaw again, inhabit^by thee. # 

Is thy Care like thy Body, all one crooked^iess I . 

How scunrily thou crycst now ! like a Druulmr^ 

I’ll have as pure tears from a dirty ^ ^ 

Do, swear thOu 4idst this ignoranthL sweat it* 

Swear and be dtom’d, thou half Wiidh; . , 

These arc iSnc weirdo, well Mi4aii^ lUhdbim. 
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Sc. 1 A WIFE FOR^ KONETH 

Evan, *Tis not welL 

’Tis impudently, basely ^*ifM^*"mou aurty — > * 

Fred, Has your young sai|ftity done railing, Ma^m, 
Against your innocent ’Squire ? do you see this Sonnet, 
This loving Script? do you know from whence it came too? 
Evan, I do, and dare avouch it pure, and honest. 

Fred, You have private Visitants, my noble Lady, 

That in sweet numbers court your goodly Vertues, 

And to the height of adoration. 

Evan, Well, Sir, 

There’s neither Heresie nor Treason in it. (with ye ; 

Fred, A Prince may beg at the door, whilst these feast 
A favour or a grace, from such as I am, 

Enter Valerio, and Podramo. 

Course common things. You are welcome; Pray come near 
Do you knov^ this paper ? (Sir, 

Fal, I am betray’d ; I do, Sir, 

’Tis mine, tny ^and and heart, if I dye for her, 

I am thy Martyr, Love, and time shall honour me. 

Cas, You sawcy Sir, that came in my Ladies name, 
For her gilt Cabinet, you cheating Sir too. 

You scurvy Usher, with as scurvy legs, 

And a "worse face, thou poor base hanging holder. 

How durst thou come to me with a fye in thy mouth ? 

An impudent lye ? 

P&d, * Hollow, good <?/'//, you hobble. 

Cast A stinking lye", more stinking than the teller, 

To "play the' pilfering Knave ? there have been Rascals 
Brought up to fetch and carry, like your Worship, 

Tl«& 4e|h chang’d ^r les% whipt they are daily. 

And Law wm do me right — 

Pad, *What theti old Majggot? 

^ Cas, Tly Mother wasxarted younger ; I’ll have thy hide. 
Thy mangy hide, cmhroidtr’d with a dog-whip. 

As It Is no.w with potent Pox, and thicket^ 

Fred. Peace good Antiquity, I’ll have your ^ftnesxlsc 
Groundr hiv Gunpowder 4o shoot at Cats ufidji j 
Onf5%por<^dioie, blanch thee likd iqt ufinond, 

Thtfo’s cure for the shie-falling ^cknetB < 



A WIFE FOR A MONETH Act i 

As the powder of a dfy^ed* l^wds Sldn, be silent. 

You mre very prodigal of your sefvice here, Sir, 

Of your life more it seems. , 
ral I repent neither, 

Because your Grace shall understand it comes 
From the best part of Love, my pure aflFcftion, 

And kindled with chaste flame, I will not flye from it, 

If it be errour to desire to marry. 

And marry her that sandlity would dote on, 

I have done amiss, if it be a Treason 

To graft my soul to Vertue, and to grow there, 

To love the tree that bears such happiness ; 

Conceive me, Sir, this fruit was ne’r forbidden ; 

Nay, to desire to taste too, I am Traytor; 

Had you but plants enough of this blest Tree, Sir, 

Set round about your Court, to beautifie it. 

Deaths twice so many, to dismay the approachers, 

The ground would scarce yield Graves to noble Lovers. 

Fred. ’Tis well maintain’d, you wish and^pray to fortune, 
Here in your Sonnet, and she has heard your prayers, 

So much you dote upon your own undoing, 

But one Month to enjoy her as your Wife, 

Though at the expiring of that time you dye forft. 

Fal. I could wish many, many Ages, Sir, 

To grow as old as Time in her embraces. 

If Heaven would grant it, and you smile uponspit} 

But if my choice were two hours, and then pbri|^ 

I would not pull my heart back. 

Fred. You have your wish, 

To morrow I will see you nobly married. 

Your Month take out in all contejit and plesuufej 
The first dajf of the following Month you dyC 
Kneel not, not all your Prayers can divert me; 

Now mark your sentence, mark it, scornful Ladyf 
If when Valeria^ dead, within twelve hours, " 

For that’s your latest tiirtc, you find not out 
Another ifusband on the same condition 
To marry you again, you dye yo^r sclS tSo. 

Evan. Now you are merciful, f ^^k yout prart» 
Fred. If when you arc married, you bu^^seck^^to ’scape 

H 
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ff 

Out of the Kingdom,, 701% or shc^'^-both, 

Or to infeft mens minds with hot commotions, 

You ivc both instantly ; will you love me now, Lady ? 
My^ talc will now be hjcard, but now I scorn ye. [Exit 

[Afanent Valerio, and Evanthe. 
Evan. Is our fair love, our honest, our entire, ^ 

Come to this hazard ? (for it, 

FaL ’Tis a noble one, and I am much in love with malice 
Envy could not have studied me a way. 

Nor fortune pointed out a path to Honour, 

Straightcr and nobler, if she had her eyes; 

When I have once enjoy’d my sweet Evanthe^ 

And Wert *my Youth with her most dear embraces, 

I have*dQne my journey here, my day is out. 

All that the World has else is foolery, 

Labour, and loss of time ; what should I live for ? 

Think but mans lifia a Month, and we are happy. 

I would not have my joys grow old for any thing ; 

A Paradise, as thou art, my Evanthe^ 

Is only made to wonder at a little, 

Enough for human eyes, and then to wander from. 

Come, do not weep, sweet, you dishonour me, 

Your tears, and griefs but question my ability, 

Whether J dare dye 5 Do you love inti rely r 
Evan. , You know I do. 

VqU grudge not my felicity. 

Evm. I’ll to the Queen. 

Do any thing that’s honest, 

Bui jl^ou sue to- him, in Death I hate you. [Exeunt. 

A&us Secundus. Scena PAmO, 

r. j,. 

Mtittr Camillo, Cleant^es, and Menallo. * 

% ^ 

Cam. TAS there ever heard of sudi a Marriage? 

y W Mm, Marrislgc and Hanging go.^ destiny, 
’Tis the old ProvCrh. now they come together. 

Cl*. But a Month married thpn to lose His life for’t ? 

I would have a l<^ng Month sure, that pap the Souldiers. 
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Enter Tonjr tvi^ UrinaL 

Cam. Or get all the Almanacks burnt, that were*% 

And have no Month rcifiembred. How now 
Whose water are you casting? * 

ToHy, A sick Gentlemans, 

Is very sick, much troubled with the Stone, 

He should not live above a Month, by his Urine, 

About St. David*s Day it will go hard with him. 

He will then be troubled with a pain in his Neck too. , 
Men. A pestilent fool ; when wilt thou marry, Tony ? 
Ton. When I mean to be bang’d, & ’tis the ^urcr contrafl:.' 
Cle. What think you of this Marriage of f^dlerio*^ ? 
Tony. They have given him a hot Custard, anckihean to 
burn his mouth with it ; had I known he^ had been given to 
dye honourably, I would have helpt him ..to a Wench, a rare 
one, should have kill’d him m three weeks, and sav’d the 
sentence. i (tobi 

Cam. There be them would have spared ten days of that 
Tony. It may be so, you have Women of all Vcrtues: 
There be some Guns that I could bring him too, * 

Some mortar-pieces that are plac’d i’th? Suburbs, 

Would tear him into quarters in two hours, 

There be also of the race of the old Cockatrices, ^ 

That would dispatch him with once looking o^i l^m. 

Men. What Month wouldst thou ch^l8e, Tofif^ iC^ihou 
hadst the like Fortune ? 

Tony, 1 would chuse a mull’d sack-month, to co|ni»)^ my 
Belly, for sure my Back would ake for’t, ftnd at the 
end I would be most dismally drunk, & scorn the gattowe* 

Me. I would chuse Marchj for would com^ in like a LiOit. 
To. But yoifd go out like a Lamb when you, went to hang-, 
Ca, I would take y/pn7^ take the sweet a’thj^year, (ing. 
And ftiss my Wench upon the tender 1}oWrel^ 

Tumble on every Careen, and as^the Birds sung^ 

Embrace, and molt aWay my Spul in pleasure. 

Tony. You would go a Maying gajrl}r «tQ the GallQiis. 
Cle. Prithee tdl us some news. • 

Tony. I’ll tell ye all 4 know, 

You may be honest, and poor fool% as I ai^ 
i6 
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And blow your Ungcp eji«A 

Cam* That’s no news, f'ooL (knaves, 

You may be knaves then When you please, stark 
And build feir houses, but your heirs shall have none of ’em, 
' Mm* These are undoubted. 

Tonf* Truth is not worth the hearing, 

. I’ll tell you news then; .There was a drunken Sailor, 

That got a Mermaid with child as she went a milking. 

And now she sues him in the Bawdy-Court for it. 

The infant-Monster is brought up in Fish^Street. 

Cam. I, this is something. 

Tony* FH tell you more, there was a Fish taken, 

A monstrous Kish, with a sword by his side, a long sword, 
A Pike in’s Neck, and a Gun in’s Nose, a huge Guii, 

And letters of Mart in’s mouth, from the Duke of Florence, 
Cle, This is a monstrous lye. 

Tony. I do confess it : (’em ? 

Do you think I would tell you truths, that dare not hear 
You are honest things, we Courtiers scorn to converse with. 

[Exit. 

Cam. A plaguey fool : but let’s consider. Gentlemen, 
Why the Queen strive#* not to oppose this sentence. 

The Kingdoms honour . suffers in this cruelty. 

Mem. No doubt the Queen, though she be vertuou^, 
'^inks at ttie Marriage, for by that only means 
The Kin^ flame lessens to the youthful Lady, 

If aot goes oUt^ within this Month, I doubt not. 

She hopes to rock asleep his anger also ; 

Sh^all we go see ^^^eparationr 

’Tis time, for strangers come to view the wonder, (dings. 
Cam. Come, let’s away^ send my friends happier wed 
^ ^ , [Emunt. 

^ * ^nter Queen and 'Evmthe, 

Queen, You shall be merry, dofhe, Til have it so. 

Can there be any naturl so unnoblc ? 

Or auger so inhumtiiie to pursi^ this? 

Evan. I fear ther^ is. 

Queen. Your fears are poor^'^tild foolish," 

Though he be luDly, and his angigr death, 

B.-F, V. 
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His will like torrents, not to be fesisted, 

Yet Law and Justice go along to guide him; 

And what Law, or what Justice can he find 
To justifie his Will? what Aft or Statute, 

By Humane, or Divine establishment. 

Left to direft us, that makes Marriage death? 

Honest fair Wedlock ? ’twas given for encrcasc, 

For preservation of Mankind I take it ; 

He must be more than man then that dare break it. 

Come, dress ye handsomely, you shall have jew4bl% 

And put a face on that contemns base fortune, 

’Twill make him more insult t6 see you fearful, 

Outlciok his anger. 

Evan. O my Valerio ! 

Be witness my pure mind, ’tis thee I grieve for. 

Queen. But shew it not, I would so crucific him 
With an innocent neglect of what he can do, 

A brave strong pious scorn, that I would shake him ; 

Put all the wanton Cupids in thine eyes, 

And all the graces on that nature gave thee, 

Make up thy beauty to that height of excellence, 
ril help thee, and forgive thee, as if Venus 
Were now again to catch the god of War, 

In his most rugged anger, when thou hast him, 

(As ’tis impossible he should resist thee) 

And kneeling at thy conquering feet for mercy, 

Then shew thy Vertue, then again despise him, 

And all his power, then with a look of honour 
Mingled with noble chastity, strike him 4^* 

Evan. Good Madam dress me. 

You arm me bravely. c 

Queen. Make him know his cruelty 
Begins with him first, he must suffer for it. 

And that thy sentence is so welcome to thee, 

And to thy noble Lord, you long to meet it. 

Stamp such a deep impression of thy Beauty 
Into his soul, and of thy worthiness, « 

That when Valerio and Evanthe sleep 

In one rich earth, hung round about with blessings, 

He may run mad, and curse his aft ; be iusty, 
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ril teach the# hpw *to toq^ if thou fear’st it 

Ev4 I thank your ©race, you have preparM me strongly, 
And my^'wcak mind. * « 

Qumn, Death is unwelcome never, ^ 

Unless it be to tortur’d minds and siok souls, 

That mak^ their owh Hells 5 ’tis such a benefit 

When it, comes crown’d with honour, shews so sweet, too ! 

Thpiigh they paint it ugly, that’s but to restrain us, 

For every living thing would love it else, 

Fly boldly to ^their peace ere Nature call’d ’em ; 

The Rest we have from labour, and from trouble 
Is some Incitement, every thing alike. 

The poor Slave that lies private has his liberty, 

As amply as his Master, in that Tomb 

The Earth as light upon him, and the flowers 

That grow abowt him, smell as sweet, and flourish. 

But when we love with honour to our ends, 

When Memory and Vertue are our Mourners ; 

What pleasure’s there I they are infinite, Evanthe ; 

Only, my vertuous Wench, we want our senses. 

That benefit we are barr’d, ’twould make us proud else, 

And lazy to look up to happier life. 

The Blessings of the people would so swell us. 

Evan^ Good Madam, dress me, you have drest my soul. 
The merriest Bride I’ll be for all this misery, 

The proudest to some Eyes too. 

^een, ’Twill do better, come, shrink no more. 

*ivan. I am too confident. [Exeunt, 

Enter Frederick, and Sorano. 

Sor, You arc too remiss and wanton in your angers, 
You mold things handsomely; and then negledl ’em 5 
A powerful Prince should be constant to hisjiower still, 

And hold up what he builds,|then People fear him : 

When be lets k)ose his ha%d it shews a weakness, 

And men examine or contemn his greatness: 

A scorn of this *hight kind should have call’d up 
A revenge equal, not sT pity in you. 

Fred, She is thy Sister. 

Sor, And she^were my Mother, 

B2 
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Whilst I conceive ’tis you she has irrongMi ’^F^hatc . her, 

And shadte her nearness oflE^ I studjP!^ Sir^ 

To satisfie your angers that just^ 

Before your pleasures. 

Fred. I have done that already, 

I fear has pull’d too many curses on me. 

Curses or ehvies, on VaUrio\ head, 

Would you take my counsel, Sir, they should all light. 

And with the weight not only crack his scull, 

But his fair credit ; the exquisite vexation 
I have devis’d, so please you give way in’t, 

And let it work, shall more afflift his soul, 

And trench upon that honour that he brags of. 

Than fear of Death in all the frights he carries; 

If you sit down here they will both abuse ye. 

Laugh at your poor relenting power, and sgorik ye. 

What satisfaction can their deaths bring to you, 

Th^t arc prepar’d, and proud to dye, and willingfly, 

And at their ends will thank you for that honour I 
How arc you nearer the desire you aim at? 

Or if it be revenge your anger covets, 

How can their single deaths give you content, Sir? 

Pet^ revenges end in blood, sleight angers, ^ 

A Princes rage should find out new diseases. 

Death were a pleasure too, to pay proud fools with. 

Fred. What should I do ? 

&or. Add but your power unto me, 

Make me but strong by your protection, 

And you shall see what joy, and what delight, 

What infinite pleasure this poor Mcmth shall yield him. 

I’ll make him wish he were dead on his Marriage-day, 

Or bed-rid with old age, Til make him curse, 

And cry and curse, give me but power. 

Fred. You have it, 

Here, take my Ring, I am content he pajr for*t. 

sir. It shall be now revenge, as I will handle it, 

He shall live after this to beg his life |oo, 

Twenty to one by this thread, as IH weave it, 

Evanthe shall be yours. 

Fred. Take ^1 authority, and be mo^ happy. 
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Ser. Go^' Sir, *no tnorc pity. [ExU^. 

iiitterM ‘I'ony^ three CifizenSy and tfyree 

L^h:. dS5a4 Master Tony^ pu^mc'^in. . 

Tony^ " Whei» do you dwelH ' (Mufton. 

Forsooth, at the sign of the great •*8!i^fdir of 
on, lit hungry man would hunt your house out instatilfy, 
Keep the Dogs fioik your door ; Is this Lcttiot yow 
Husband ? a ime sharp sallet to your sign. 
ifTife. Will you put me in too ? 

3 Wife. And me, good Master Tony. 

Tony. Put ye all in ? you had best come twenty more; you 
Think *tis easie, a trick of legerdemain, to put ye all in, 

’T would pose a fellow that had twice my body, 

Though it were all made into chines and fillets. 

«2 Wi. put’s into th’ wedding. Sir, we would fain see that, 

4 Aup the brave Masque too. 

7<?., You tWb are pretty women, are you their husbands? 

2 dhm. Yes, for want of better. 

To^. id think so too, you would not be so mad else 
To turn ’Im Jbose to a company of young Courtiers, 

That swarm like Bees in May^ when they see young wen- 
You Wiust nut squeak. (ches; 

3 Wife. ’ No Sir, we are better tutor’d. 

Tony. Nor if a young Lord offer you the courtesie— f 

2 Wife. We know what ’tis, Sir. 

Xfiny. Nor you must not grumble, 

If you be thrust up bard, we thrust most furiously. 

I Wife. We know the worst. 

Tmy. Get you twto in then quietly. 

And shift for your selves;* we must have no old women, 
They are out of use, unless they have petitions. 

Besides thcy-cough so loud they drown the Musick. 

You would go in too, but tihere is no place for ye ? 

I am soriy fpjr’t, go and forget your wives. 

Or pray they may be able to suffer patiently. 

You m^ have Heffs ^ay prove wise Aldermen, 

Go, or rie call the Guard. 

3 Citu We will get in, wc’l venture broken pltcs else. 

[Ex, Citiz. and Women. 
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Tmy. *Tis impossible, / 4 ^ 

You arc too securely arm’d j how they flock itthiiri 
And with what joy the women run by lieapaj ^ 

To set tkh Marriage ! they tfoklc to thii^ m it^^ 

Tl<i^ hope for every otonth a husband to 4 jf 

Still how they run, and how the wittals follow ’oift, 

Tho weak things that are worn between the 
That bjpushing, dressing, nor new naps mend, 

How they post to sec their own conftision I 
This is a merry world. 

Enter Frederick. 

Fred. Look to the door Sirrah, 

Thou art a fool, and may’st do mischief lawfully. 

Tony. Give me your hand, you are my Brother fool, 

You may both make the Law, and mart it presently. ^ ^ 
Do you love a wench ? ^ 

Fred. Who does not, fool ? (marry her. 

Tony, Not I, unless you will give me a longer Jease . to 
Fre. What arc all these that come, what business hafic they ? 
Te^y, Some come to ^pe, those are my fcll6w i»ols| 
Some to get home their wives, those be their own fools ; 
Some to rejoycc with thee, those be the times^ fools 5 1 
And some I fear to curse thee, those are poor fools, 

Enter Cassand[ra], an old Lady ptKshg over. 

A set people call them honest. Look, look King, loolii 
A weather-beaten Lady new caresn’d. ^ 

Fred, An old one. 

Tony. The glasses of her eyes arc new rub’d over, 

And the worm-eaten records in hdV face are daub’d up neatly! ^ 

She laves her breasts out too, like to poch’d eggs 

That had the yelks suckt out; they get new heads also. 

New teeth, new tongues, for tl^ old arc all worn out. 

And as ’tis hop’d, new tayls. 

Fred. For what ? 

Tony. For old Courtici^ ^ • 

The young ones arc too stirring for their travels. 

Fred. Go leave your knavery, and help to keep the door 
I will have no such press. (well, 
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Tmv. Lay thy hand o’thy heart King. 

JjWa. , I*te have ye whipt. 

TJhe fool and thou drt parted. [Exit. 

Eridl work| and free me from this spell, 

^Twixt love and scorn there’s nothing fek but helf. 

Enter Valerio, Camilla, (Clean thes, Menallo, 
and Servants, 

,, Val. Tjie on my Scarf, you are so long about me, 
(joOd my Lofis help, ^ give me my other Cloak, 

That Hat and Feather, Lord what a Taylor’s this. 

To make me uf> thus straight ! one sigh would burst me, 

I have not room to breath, come button, button, 

Button^ apace. 

C<|^. I am glad to see you merry Sir, 

Val, ’Twould make you merry had you such a wife. 
And such an age to injoy her in. 

Men, An age Sir r 

Vak A moneth’s an age to him that is contented, 

What should I seek for more? give me my sword. 

Ha my good Lords, that every one of you now 
Had but a Lady of that youth and beauty 
To bless your selves this night with, would ye not? 

Pray ye speak uprightly. 

Cle, We confess ye happy, 

And we could well wish such another Banquet, 

But on that price my Lord — 

Val, ’Twere nothing else. 

No man can ever cdme to aim at Heaven, 

But by the knowledge of a Hell. These shooes are heavy, 
And if I should be call’d •to dance they’l clog me. 

Get me some pumps ; I’le tell ye brave Camilloy 
And you dear friends, the King has honour’d me, 

Out of his gracious favour has much honour’d me. 

To limit me my time, for Vho would live long ? 

Who would be old ? ’tis such a weariness, 

Such a disease, tl^t hangs like lead upon us. 

As it increases, so vdkations. 

Griefs of the mindc, pains of the feeble body, 

Rheums, cough^, catarrhs, we are but our living coffins; 
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Besides, the fair soul’s old too, it grows covetous, 

Which shews all honour is departed from us, " 

And we arc Earth again. 

* Cle, You make fair use Sir. 
t Fai I would not live to learn to lye Ctemthes 
For all the world, old men are prone to that too j 
Thou that hast been a Souldier, Menalky 
A n6ble Souldier, and defied all danger, 

Adopted thy brave arm the heir to viftory, 

Would’st thou live so long till thy strength fdtsook. thcO^ 
Till thou grew’st only a long tedious story 
Of what thou hadst been ? till thy sword hkng by, 

And lazie Spiders fill’d the hilt with cobwebs f 
Men, No sure, I would not. 

Fat, *Tis not fit ye should, 

To dye a young man is to be an Angel, 

Our ^ great good parts put wings unto our souls: 

Wc’l have a rouse before we go to bed friends, 

Pr^ ye tell me, is’t a hansome Mask we have ? 

Ca^, We understand so. 

Fal, And the young gent, dance? 

CU, They do Sir, and some dance well, 

Fal, They must before the Ladies, 

We’l h^ive a rouse before we go to bed friends, 

A lusty one, ’twill make my blood dance too. \Munck„ 

Cam, Ten if you please. 

Fal, And we’l be wondrous merry, 

They stay sure, come, I hear the Musick forward, 

You shall have all Gloves presently. 

Men, We attend Sir, but first we must look to th’ 
Doors. f [Knocking within. 

The King has charged us. [Exeunt, 

Enter two Servants, 

I Ser, What a noise do you Veep there ? call my fellows 
O’ the Guard ; you must cease now untill the King be 
Enter’d, he is gone to th* Temple nov^. • 

a Serv, Look to that back door, and keep it fast, 

They swarm like Bees about it. 
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Ent^ Camillo, Cleanthcs, Menallo^ Tony foUming. 
tSam. Keep back those Citizens, and let their wives in, 
Thctf handsome wives. 

Tony, They have crowded me to Verjuyee, 

I sweat like a Butter-box* 

I Serv, Stand further off there. 

Men, Take the women aside, and talk with ’em in private, 
Give ’em that they came for. 

Tony„ The whole Court cannot do it ; 

Besides, the next Mask if we use ’em so, 
iThey’l cfme by millions to expedt our largess; 

We have broke a hundred heads. 
f^i. Arc they so tender? 

„ Toeu But ’twas behind, before they have all murrions. 

^ Gam, Let in those Ladies, make ’em room for shame there. 
T^, They are no Ladies, there’s one bald before 
A gent, bald, they are curtail’d queans in hired clothe^ 
They come out of Spain I think, they are very sultry. 

Men, Keep ’em in breath for an Embassadour. 

[^Knocks WUhin, 

Me thinks my nose shakes at their memories, 

What bounsing’s that ? 

IVithin, I am one of the Musick Sij. 

Within, I have sweat-meats for the banquet. 

Cam, Let ’em ih. 

Ton, They l^e my Lord, they come to seek their wivqs. 
Two broken Citizens. 

Cam, Break ’em more, they are but brusled yet.^ 

Bold Rascals, offer to disturb your wives? 

Cle, Lock the doors fas^ the Musick, hark, the King coqics. 

A Curtain drawn. 

The Kingy Queen^ Valerio, Evanthe, Ladies^ AttendanUy 
Camillo, Cleanthes, Sor^no, Menallo. 

A Mask, 

Cupid descends y the Graces sitting by himy Cupid being bound the 
Graces unbind %iin^ he speaks. 

Cup, Unbind me, my delight, this night is mine, 

Now let me lo^k upon what ^rs here shine. 
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Let me behold the beauties^ then clap high 
My cullor’d wings, proud of my Deity; 

I am satisfied, bind me again, and fast, 

My angry Bow will make too great a wast 
Of beauty else, now call my Maskers in, 

Call with a Song, and let the sports begin ; 

Call all my servants the efFedts of love, 

And to a measure let them nobly move. 

Come you servants of proud love, 

Come away : 

Fairly, nobly, gently move. 

Too long, too long you make us stay; 

Fancy, Desire, Delight, Hope, Fear, 

Distrust and Jealousie, be you too here ; 

Consuming Care, and raging Ire, 

And Povjsrty in poor attire, 

March fairly in, and last Despair ; 

Now full Musick strike the Air. 

Enter the MmkerSy Fancy^ Desire^ Delight^ Hope^ Fear^ 
Distrust^ Jealousie^ Care^ Ire^ Despaivy they dame^ after 
which Cupid speaks. 

Cup. Away, I have done, the day begins to light, 
Lovers, you know /our fate, good night, good night. 

Cupid and the Graces ascend in the Chariot. 

King. Come to the Banquet, when that’s ended Sir, 
ric sec you i’ bed, and so good night ; uc merry, 

You have a sweet bed-fellow. 

Val. I thank your Grace, 

And ever shall be bound unto your nobleness. 

King. I pray I may deserve your thanks, set forward. 

\Exeunt. 

0 

Adhis Tertius. Scena Prrna. 

Enter divers Monksy Alphonso going to the Tomby Rugio, 
and Frier Marco, discover the Tomb \snd a Chair. 

Mar. I night grows on, lead softly to the Tomb, 

1 And sing not till I bid ye ; le% the Musick 
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Play geitly as he passes. 

*Rug. fair pifture, 

That wert the living hepe of all our honours i 
How are we banisht from the joy we dreamt of! 

Will he neVe speak more ? 

Mar. 'Tis full three moneths Lord Rugioy 
Since" any articulate sound came from his tongue, 

Set fthn down gently. [S/Vx in a Chair. 

Rug. What should the reason be Sir? 

Mar. As *tis in nature with those loving Husbands, 
That synjipathize their wives pains, and their throes 
When they are breeding, and ’tis usuall too, 

Wc have it by experience ; so in him Sir, 

In this most noble spirit that now suffers; 

For when his honour’d Father good Brandino 
Fell sick, he felt the griefs, and labour’d with them, 

His fita and his disease he still inherited, 

Grew the same thing, and had not nature check’d him, 
Strength, and ability, he had dyed that hour too. 

Rug. Embleme of noble love ! 

Mar. That very minute 
His Fathers breath forsook him, that same instant, 

A rare example of his piety. 

And love paternal, the Organ of his tongue 
Was never heard to sound again ; so near death 
He seeks to wait upon his worthy Father, 

But that we force his meat, he were one body. 

Rug. He points to’th’ Tomb. 

Mar. That is the place he honours, 

A house I fear he will not be long out of. 

He will to th’ Tomb, gck>d my Lord lend your hand ; 

Now sing the Funeral Song, and let him kneel, 

For then he is pleas’d. [df Song. 

' ^ Rug. Heaven lend thy^ powerfoll hand. 

And ease this Prince. 

Mar. He will pass back again. [Exeunt. 

• Enter Valerio. 

f^ai. They drink abundantly, I am hot with wine too, 
Lustily wan»,ct’le steal now to my happiness, 
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*Ti$ midnighi^ und tbo silent hour invites me, 

But she is up still, and attends the Queen j * 

Thou dew of wine and sleep hang on their eyeJids, 

Steep their dull senses in the healths they drink, 

That I may quickly find my lov’d Evanthe, 

The King is merry too, and drank unto m^, 

Sign of fair peace, O this nights blessedness ! 

If I had forty heads I would give all for ’t. 

Is not the end of our ambitions. 

Of all our humane studies, and our travels, 

Of our desires, the obtaining of our wishes? 

Certain it is, and there man makes his Center. 

I have obtain’d Evanthe^ I have married her, 

Can any fortune keep me from injoying her? 

Enter Sorano. 

I have my Ivtsh, what’s left me to accuse now ? 

I am *frknds with all the world, but thy base malice ; 

Go glory in thy mischiefs thou proud man. 

And cry it to the world thou hast ruin’d vertuc j 
flow 1 contemn thee and thy petty malice ! 

And with what scorn, I look down on thy prafticc ! 

Sor, You’l sing me a new Song anon VtUria^ 

And wish these hot words — 

Vah I despise thee fellow, 

Thy threats, or flatteries, all I fling behind me; 

I have my end, I have thy noble Sister, 

A name too worthy of thy blood j I have married her, 

And will J^oy her too. 

Sar. ’Tis very likely. 

V a/. And that short moneth I ^avc to bless me with her 
I’lc make an age, I’le reckon each embrace 
A year of pleasure, and each n ^ht a Jubile, 

Everv quick kiss a Spring; an/^hen I mean 
To lose my self in all delighttulncss. 

Twenty sweet Summers I will tye together 
In spight of thee, and thy malignant N}^er : 

I will dye old in love, though young in pleasure. 

&r. But that I [h]atc thee deadly, I could pity thee^ 
Thou art the poorest miserable thing 
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This dajr on earth ; I’le tell thee why 

All thou esteemest, and build’st upoxit fmr hx^^ess, 

For joy, for pleasure, for delight is past thee. 

And like a wanton dream already vanisht. 

Fii/. Is my love false ? 

Sor. Not she is oonstant to thee, 

Constant to all thy misery she shall be, 

And curse thee too. 

Is my strong body weakn’d, 

Charm’d, or abus’d with subtle drink ? speak villain. 

Ssr. Neither, I dare speak, thou art still as lusty 
As when, tJjOu lov’dst her first, as strong and hopefull, 

The month thou hast given thee is a month of misery. 
And where thou think’st each hour shall yield a pleasure, 
Look for a killing pain, for thou shalt find it 
Before thou dyest, each minute shall prepare it, 

And ring so many knels to sad afflidlions ; 

The King has given thee a long month to dye in, 

And miserably dye. 

f'al. Undo thy Riddle, 

I am prepar’d what ever fate shall follow. 

&r. Dost thou see this Ring ? 

Ftf/. I know it too. 

Sor, Then mark me, 

vertue of this Ring this I pronounce to thee, 

’Tis the Kings will. 

FaL Let me know it suddenly. 

Sor, If thou dost offer to touch Evanthes body 
Beyond a kiss, though thou art married to her, 

And lawfully as thou think’st may’st injoy her. 

That minute she shall dye. 

Fal O Devil— 

&r. If thou discover this command unto her, 
j^r to a friend that shall importune thee, 

And why thou abstainest, and from whose will, ye all perish, 
Upon the self-same forfeit: arc ye fitted Sfr? 

Now if ye love her, ye may presAwc her life still. 

If not, you know* tile worst, how falls jomx month out? 

VaL This tyranny could never be invented 
But in the school of Hell, Earth is too innocent \ 
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Not to injojr fcor .when she is my wife ? 

When she is willing* too ? 

Sor. She is most willing, 

And will run mad to miss ; but if you hit her, 

Be sure you hit her home, and kill her witlf* it ; 

There are such women that will dye wth pleasure: 

The Axe will follow else, that will not foil 
To fetch her Maiden head, and dispatch her quickly; \ 
Then shall the world know you are the cause of Murtdier, 
And as ’tis requisite your life shall pay fbr’t, 

VaL Thou dost but jest, thou canst not ht so moHittous 
As thou proclaim’st thy self ; thou art her Brother, 

And there must be a feeling heart within thee 
Of her aiBiftions ; wert thou a stranger to us,. 

And bred amongst wild rocks, thy nature wild too, 

Affeftion in thee as thy breeding, cold, 

And unrelenting as the rocks that nourisht thee, 

Yet thou must shake to tell me thisj they tremble 
When the rude sea threatens divorce amongst Vm, 

They that are senceless things shake at a tempest $ 

Thou art a man — 

Sor, Be thou too then, ’twill try thee, 

And patience now will best become thy nobleness. 

f^al. Invent some other torment to affiift me, 

All, if thou please, put all afflidtions on me, 

Study thy brains out for ’em, so this be none 
I care not of what nature, nor what cruelty, 

Nor of what length. 

Sor. This is enough to vex ye. 

FaL The tale of Tantalus is now prov’d true, 

And from me shall be registred Authentick; 

To have my ioyes within my arms, and lawfull, 

Mine own delights, yet dare not touch. 

Even as thou hatcst me Brother, let no young man know this,# 
As thou shalt hope for peace when thou most needest it, 
Peace in thy soul, desire the King to kill me, 

Make me a traitor, any thing. Tie yield it. 

And give thee cause so I may dye imniediately i 
Lock me in Prison where no Sun may sec mc^ 

In walls so thick no hope may c’rc come at ^ j 
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Keep me from meat, and drink, and sleepy jPte Wcsa thcci 
Give me some damned potion to deliver jiti; 

That I may never know my self again, forget 
My Country, kindred, name and fortune ; last, 

That my chaste love may never appear before me. 

This were some comfort. 

S&r. All I have I have brought ye, 

And much good may it do ye my dear Brother, 

See ye observe it well ; you will find about ye 
Many eyes set, that shall o’re-look your adlions, 

If you transgress ye know, and so I leave ye. 

VaL Hca'^n be not angry, and I have some hope yet. 

\Exiu 

Enter Frederick, and Sorano. 

Fred. Hast thou been with him ? 

&or. Yes, and given him that Sir 
Will make him curse his Birth ; I told ye which way. 

Did you but see him Sir, but look upon him, 

With what a troubled and dcje6led nature 
He walks now in a mist, with what a silence, 

As if he were the shrowd he wrapt himself in, 

And no more of Falerio but his shadow, 

He seeks obscurity to hide his thoughts in. 

You would wonder and admire for all you know it. 

His jollity is down, valed to the ground Sir, 

And his high hopes of full delights and pleasures 
Are turn’d tormenters to him, strong diseases. 

Fred, But is there hope of her ? 

Sor, It must fall necessary. 

She must dislike him, qu£\^rei with his person, 

For women once deluded are next Devils, 

And in the height of that opinion Sir, 

^u shall put on again, and she must meet ye. 

Fred, I am glad of thi#. 

Smr, Flc tell ye all the circumstance 
Within this hour, but sure I heard your grace 
To day as I attended^ make some stops, 

Solne broken $peech[e]$, and some sighs between, 

And then your Brothers name I heard distinctly. 
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And some sad^Hirirfies after. 

Fred, Ye aro i’th* right Sir, 

I would he were as sad as I could wish him, 

Sad as the Earth. 

Sor, Would ye have it so ? 

Fred, Thou hearest me, 

Though he be sick with small hope of recovery. 

That hope still lives, and mens eyes live upon it. 

And in their eye their wishes ; my Soranoy 
Were he but cold once in the tomb he dotes on. 

As ’tis the fittest place for melancholy, 

My Court should be another Paradise, 

And flow with all delights. 

Sor, Go to your pleasures, let me alone with this, 

Hope shall not trouble ye, nor he three dayes. 

Fred, I shall be bound unto thee. 

Enter Valerio, Camillo, Cleanthes, Menallo. 

Sor, rie do it neatly too, no doubt shall catch me. (’em. 
Fred, Be gone, they are going to bed. Tie bid good night to 
Sor, And mark the man, you’l scarce know ’tis Valerio, 

[Exit, 

Cam, Chear up my noble Lord, the minute’s come. 

You shall injoy the abstraiS of all sweetness, 

We did you wrong, you need no wine to warm ye. 

Desire shoots through your eyes like sudden wild-fires. 

Val, Beshrew me Lords, the wine has made me dull, 

I am I know not what. 

Fred, Good pleasure to ye, 

Good night and long too, as you find your appetite 
You may fall to. * 

Val, I do beseech your grace, 

For which of all my loves and services 
Have I deserved this? 

Fnd, I am not bound to aiiswer ye. 

Val, Nor I bound to obey m unjust actions. 

Fred, Do as you please, you know the penalty, 

And as I have a soul it shall be executed; 

Nay look not pale, I am not used to fear Sir, 

If you respect your Lady, good night to ye. 
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f^aL But for respedl to her and to my duty, 

That reverent duty that I owe my SoverJ^gJn, 

Which anger has no power to snatch me from, 

The good night should be thine ; good night for ever. 

The King is wanton Lords, he would needs know of me 
How many nick chases I would make to night. 

Men. My Lord, no doubt you’l prove a perfeft gamester. 
FaL Faith no, I am unacquainted with the pleasure. 
Bungle a set I may : how my heart trembles, 

And beats my breast as it would break his way out ! 

Good night my noble friends. 

C/e, Nay we must see you toward your bed my Lord. 
FaL Good faith it neeas not, 

’Tis late, and I shall trouble you. 

Cam. No, no, till the Bride come Sir. 

Fal. I beseech you leave me, 

You will make me bashfull else, I am so foolish, 

Besides, I have some few devotions Lords, 

And he that can pray with such a book in’s arms — (ye. 

Ca\ni]. We’l leave ye then, and a sweet night wait upon 
Men, And a sweet issue of this sweet night crown ye. 
Cle. All nights and days be such till you grow old Sir. 

[Exeunt Lords. 

Fal. I thank ye, ’tis a curse sufficient for me, 

A labour’d one too, though you mean a blessing. 

What shall I do ? I am like a wretched Debtor, 

That has a summe to tender on the forfeit 
Of all he IS worth, yet dare not offer it. 

Other men see the Sun, yet I must wink at it ; 

And though I know ’tis perfeft day, deny it : 

My veins are all on fire, and burn like /Etna^ 

Youth and desire beat larums to my blood, 

And addc fresh fuel to my warm affections. 

I jnust injov her, yet when I consider, 

When I collect my self, andt weigh her danger, 

The tyrants will, and his power taught to murther. 

My tender care cpi^trolls my blood within me, 

And like a cold fit of •a peevish Ague 
Creeps to my soul, and flings an Ice upon me. 


B.-|. V. 


o 
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Enter Queen^ Evan the, Ladies^ and Fool, 

That locks all powers of youth up : but prevention — 

0 what a blessedness ’twere to be old now, 

To be unable, bed-rid with diseases, 

Or halt on Crutches to meet holy Hymen ; 

What a rare benefit ! but I am curst, 

That that speaks other men most freely happy, 

And makes all eyes hang on their expeftations, 

Must prove the bane of me, youth, and ability. 

She comes to bed, how shall I entertain her ? 

Tony, Nay I come after too, take the fool with ye, 

For lightly he is ever one at Weddings. 

Queen, Evanthe^ make ye unready, your Lord staies for ye, 
And prethee be merry. 

Tony, Be very merry, Chicken, 

Thy Lord will pipe to thee anon, and make thee dance too. 
Lady, Will he so, good-man ass? 

Tony, Yes good filly. 

And you had such a Pipe, that piped so sweetly. 

You would dance to death, you have learnt your sinque a pace. 
Evan, Your grace desires that that is too free in me, 

1 am merry at the heart. 

Tony, Thou wilt be anon, the young smug boy will give 

(thee a sweet cordial. 

Evan, I am so taken up in all my thoughts, 

So possest Madam with the lawfull sweets 
I shall this night partake of with my Lord, 

So far transported (pardon my immodesty.) 

Val, Alas poor wench, how shall I recompence thee? 
Evan, That though they mu^ be short, and snatcht away 
E’rc they grow ripe, yet I shall far prefer ’em (too, 

Before a tedious pleasure with repentance. 
y al, O how rny heart akes ! 

Evan, Take off my Jewel# Ladies, 

And let my Ruff loose, I shall bid good night to ye, 

My Lord staies here. 

Queen, My wench, I thank thee •h&itily, 

For learning how to use thy few hours handsomly, 

They will be years I hope; off with your Gown now, 
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Lay down the bed there I 

Tmy. Shall I get into it and warm it far thee i a fools fire 
And Fie so buss thee. (is a fine thing, 

Quien. rie have ye whipt ye Rascal. 

Twy» That will provoke me more, Fie talk with thy hus- 
Hc*s a wise man I hope. (band, 

Evan, Good night dear Madam, 

Ladies, no further s<p^ice, I am well, 

I do beseech your ^ce to give us this leave, 

My Lord and I to one another freely, 

And privately, may do all other Ceremonies, 

Women and Page we’l be to one another. 

And trouble you no farther. 

Tony, Art thou a wise man ? 

f^al, I cannot tell thee TonVy ask my neighbours. 

Tony, If thou beest so, go lye with me to night, 

The old fool will lye quieter than the young one. 

And give thee more sleep, thou wilt look to morrow else 
Worse than the prodigal fool the Ballad speaks of, 

That was squeez’d through a horn, 

Fai, I shall take thy counsel. 

Queen, Why then good night, good night my best Evan-^ 
My worthy maid, and as that name shall vanish, {they 

A worthy wife, a long and happy; follow Sirrah. 

Evan, That shall be my care, 

Goodness rest with your Grace. 

Queen, Be lusty Lord, and take your Lady to ye. 

And that power that shall part ye be unhappy. 

Fal, Sweet rest unto ye, to ye all sweet Ladies; 

Tony good night. 

Tony, Shall not the fool® stay with thee f 
(^een. Come away Sirrah. [Exeunt QueeUy Ladiet, 

Tony, How the fool is sought for ! sweet Malt is made of 
) (easie fire, 

A hasty horse will quickly tiit, a sudden leaper sticks i’th’ 

(mire, 

Phlebotomy and the word lye nigher, take heed of friend I 
* require; 

This fifiom an Almanack I stole, and learn[t] this Lesson from 

(a fool. 


C2 
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Good night my Bird. Tony, 

Evan. Good night wise Master Tony ; 

Will ye to bed my Lord ? Come, let me help ye. 
f^aL To bed Evanthe^ art thou sleepy? 

Evant. No, I shall be worse if you look sad upon me, 
Pray ye let’s to bed. 

VaL I am not well my love. 

Evant, rie make ye well, there’s no such PhjRsick for ye 
As your warm Mistris arms. 
f^al. Art thou so cunning ? 

Evant. I speak not by experience, ’pray ye mistake not; 
But if you love me — 

VaL I do love so dearly. 

So much above the base bent of desire, 

I know not how to answer thee. 

Evant. To bed then. 

There I shall better credit ye ; fie my Lord, 

Will ye put a maid to’t, to teach ye what to do? 

An innocent maid ? Are ye so cold a Lover ? 

In truth you make me blush, ’tis midnight too. 

And ’tis no stoln love, but authorised openly, 

No sin we covet, pray let me undress ye, 

You shall help me; prethee sweet Valerio 
Be not so sad, the King will be more mercifull. 

Val. May not I love thy mind? 

Evant. And I yours too, 

’Tis a most noble one, adorn’d with vertue ; 

But if we love not one another really. 

And put our bodies and our mind together, 

And so make up the concord of affeftion. 

Our love will prove but a blint superstition : 

This is no school to argue in my Lord, 

Nor have we time to talk away allow’d us, 

Pray let’s dispatch, if any one should come 

And find us at this distance, Vhat would they think ? 

Come, kiss me and to bed. 

Val. That I dare do, and kiss ag^in. 

Evant. Sparc not, they arc yodV own Sir. 

Val. But to injoy thee is to be luxurious; 

Too sensuall in my love, and too ambitic^; 

36 



Sc. I A WIFE FOR A M©NETH 

0 how I burn ! to pluck thee from the stalk, 

Where now thou grow’st a sweet bud and a beauteous, 
And bear’st the prime and honour of the Garden, 

Is but to violate thy spring, and spoil thee. 

Evant, To let me blow, and fall alone would anger ye. 
raL Let’s sit together thus, and as we sit 
Feed tfh the sweets of one anothers souls. 

The happiness of love is contemplation. 

The ble^dness of love is pure affeftion, 

Where no allay of aftuall dull desires. 

Of pleasure that partakes with wantonness. 

Of humane fire that burns out as it kindles. 

And leaves the body but a poor repentance. 

Can ever mix, let’s fix on that Evanthe^ 

That’s everlasting, the tother casuall ; 

Eternity breeds one, the other fortune. 

Blind as her self, and full of all affliftions. 

Shall we love vertuously ? 

Evant, I ever loved so. 

FaL And only think our love ; the rarest pleasure, 

And that we most desire, let it be humane. 

If once injoyed grows stale, and cloys our appetites ; 

1 would not lessen in my love for any thing. 

Nor find thee but the same in my short journey. 

For my loves safety. 

Evant, Now I see I am old Sir, 

Old and ill favour’d too, poor and despis’d. 

And am not worth your noble Fellowship, 

Your fellowship in Love, you would not else 
Thus cunningly seek to betray a maid, 

A maid that honours you thus piously ; 

Strive to abuse the pious love she brings ye. 

Farcwel my Lord, since ye have a better Mistris, 

For it must seem so, or ye arc no man, 

A younger, happier, I shall give her room, 

So much I love ye Jtdl. 

VaL Stay my Evmthe^ 

Heaven bear me witness, thou art all I love, 

All I desire, ^d now have pity on me, 

I never lycd befoVe; forgive me Justice, 
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Youth and alFedlion stop your ears unto me. 

Evant. Why do you weep ? if I have spoke too harshly, 
And unbeseeming, my beloved Lord,* 

My care and duty, pardon me. 

O hear me, 

Hear me Evanthe ; I am all on torture, 

And this lye tears my conscience as I vent it 5 
I am no man. 

Evant, How Sir ? 

Fal, No man for pleasure, no womans man. 

Eva, Goodness forbid my Lord, sure you abuse your self. 
Val, ’Tis true Evanthe*^ 

I shame to say you will find it. [Weeps. 

Evant, He weeps bitterly, 

’Tis my hard fortune, bless all young maids from it ; 

Is there no help my Lord in art will comfort ye? 

Fal, I hope there is. 

Evant, How long have you been destitute ? 

P'al, Since I was young. 

Evant, ’Tis hard to dye for nothing, 

Now you shall know ’tis not the pleasure Sir, 

(For I am compell’d to love you spiritually) 

That women aim at, I affeft ye for, 

’Tis for your worth ; and kiss me, be at peace, 

Because I ever loved ye, I still honour yc, 

And with all duty to my Husband follow ycj 
Will ye to bed now ? yc arc asham’d i[t] seems ; 

Pvgmalton pray’d and his cold stone took life, 

You do not know with what zeal I shall ask Sir, 

And what rare miracle that maji work upon yc ; 

Still blush ? prescribe your Law. 

Val, I prethee pardon me. 

To bed, and I’le sit by thee, and mourn with thee, 

Mourn both our fortunes, our |jun happy ones : 

Do not despise me, make me not more wretched, 

I pray to Heaven when I am gone Evfntbe^ 

As my poor date is but a span of time now, 

To rccompcncc thy noble patience. 

Thy love and vertue with a fruitfull husband, 

Honest and honourable. ^ 
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Evant. Come, you have made me weep now. 

All fond desire dye here, and welcom chastity, ^ 

Honour and chastity, do what you please Sir. [Exeunt. 

AShis Quartus. Scena Prima. 

Enter at one door Rugio, and Frier Marco, at the 
other door Sorano, with a little glass viol. 

Rug. \^/Hat ails this piece of mischief to look sad? 

VV He seems to weep too. 

Afar. Something is a hatching, 

And of some bloody nature too, Lord Rugioy 
This Crocodile mourns thus cunningly. 

Sor. Hail holy Father, 

And good day to the good Lord Rugioy 
How fares the sad Prince I beseech ye Sir? 

Rug. ’Tis like you know, you need not ask that question. 
You have your eyes and watches on his miseries 
As near as ours, I would they were as tender. 

Afar. Can you do him good? as the King and you ap- 
So he is stUli as you desir’d I think too, (pointed him, 
For every d^ he is worse (Heaven pardon all) 

Put oflF your ^rtow, you may laugh now Lord, 

He cannot last long to disturb your Master, 

You have done worthy service to his Brother, 

And he most memorable love. 

Sor. You do not know Sir 
With what remorse I ask, nor with what weariness 
I groan and bow under t^is load of honour. 

And how my soul sighs for the beastly services, 

I have done his pleasures, these be witness with me, 

4‘nd from your piety believe me Father, 

I would as willingly unclothe my self 
Of tide, that becomes me not I know ; 

Good men, and great names best agree together ; 

Cast off the gloriofis /avours, and the traq)pings 
Of sound and honour, wealth and promises, 

His wanton pleasures have dung on my weakness. 

And chuse to Urve my countries cause and vertues, 
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Poorly and honestly, and redeem my mines, 

As I would hope remission of my mischiefs. 

Rug, Old and experienc’d men, my Lord SoranOy 
Are not so quickly caught with gilt hypocrisie, 

You pull your claws in now and fawn upon us, 

As lyons do to inticc poor foolish beasts ; 

And beasts we should be too if we believ’d ye. 

Go exercise your Art. 

Sor, For Heaven sake scorn me not, 

Nor addc more Hell to my afliifted soul 
Than I feel here ; as you are honourable. 

As you are charitable look gently on me, 

I will no more to Court, be no more Devil, 

I know I must be hated even of him 
That was my Love now, and the more he loves me 
For his foul ends, when they shall once appear to him. 
Muster before his conscience and accuse him. 

The fouler and the more falls his displeasure. 

Princes are fading things, so are their favours. (morse. 

Mar, He weeps again, his heart is toucht sure with re- 

Sor, See this, and give me fair attention good my Lord, 
And worthy Father see, within this viol 
The remedy and cure of all my honour. 

And of the sad Prince lyes. 

Rug, What new trick’s this? 

Sor, ’Tis true, I have done Offices abundantly 
111 and prodigious to the Prince Alphonsoy 
And whilst I was a knave I sought his death too. 

Rug, You are too late convicted to be good yet. 

Sor, But Father, when I felt^this part me. 

This inward part, and call’d me to an audit 
Of my misdeeds and mischiefs — 

Mar, Well, go on Sir. 

Sor, O then, then, then what was my glory then Father ? 
The favour of the King, what did that case me? 

What was it to be bow’d to by all creatures? 

Worship[t], and courted, what did this, afail me ? 

I was a wretch, a poor lost wretch. 

Mar, Still better. 

Sor, Till in the midst of all my grief I^found 
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Repentance, and a learned man to give the means to it, 

A Jew, an honest and a rare Physician, 

Of him I had this Jewel ; ’tis a Jewel, 

And at the price of all my wealth I bought it : 

If the King knew it I must lose my head, 

And willingly, most willingly I would suffer, 

A child may take it, ’tis so sweet in working. 

Mar, To whom would you apply it ? 

Sor, To the sick Prince, 

It will in half a day dissolve his melancholy. 

Rug, I do believe, and give him sleep for ever. 

What impudence is this, and what base malice. 

To make us instruments of thy abuses ? 

Are we set here to poison him ? 

^or. Mistake not, yet I must needs say, ’tis a noble care, 
And worthy vertuous servants ; if you will see 
A flourishing estate again in Naples^ 

And great Alphonso reign that’s truly good. 

And like himself able to make all excellent ; 

Give him this drink, and this good health unto him. [Drinks, 
I am not so desperate yet to kill my self. 

Never look on me as a guilty man. 

Nor on the water as a speedy poison : 

I am not mad, nor laid out all my treasure. 

My conscience and my credit to abuse ye ; 

How nimbly and how chearfully it works now 
Upon my heart and head * sure I am a new man. 

There is no sadness that I feel within me, 

But as it meets it, like a lazie vapour 

How It flyes oflF. Here, gjivc it him with speed. 

You are more guilty than I ever was. 

And worthier of the name of evil subjedts. 

If but an hour you hold this from his health. 

Rug, ’Tis some rare vertuous thing sure, he is a good man, 
It must be so, come, let’s afJply it presently. 

And may it sweetly work. 

Sor, Pray let Ac^hear on’t, and carry it close my Lords. 

Mar, Yes, good Sorano, [Ex, Rugio, Marco. 

!kr. Do my good fools, my honest pious coxcombs. 

My wary fools too ; have I caught your wisedoms ? 
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You never dream’t I knew an Antidote, 

Nor how to take it to secure mine own life; 

I am an Assc, go, give him the fine cordial, 

And when you have done go dig his grave, good Frier, 
Some two hours hence we shall have such a bawling, 

And roaring up and down for Aqua vita^ 

Such rubbing, and such nointing, and such cooling, 

I have sent him that will make a bonfire in’s belly, 

If he recover it, there is no heat in Hell sure. [Exit. 

Enter Frederick, and Podrano. 

Fred, Podrano ? 

Pod, Sir. 

Fred, Call hither Lord Valerio^ and let none trouble us. 
Pod, It shall be done Sir. [Exit^ 

Fred, I know he wants no additions to his tortures, 

He has enough for humane blood to carry, 

Yet I must vex him further; 

So many that I wonder his hot youth 
And high-bred spirit breaks not into fury ; 

I must yet torture him a little further, 

And make my self sport with his miseries, 

My anger is too poor else. Here he comes, 

Enter Val. 

Now my young married Lord, how do you feel your self? 
You have the happiness you ever aim’d at. 

The joy and pleasure. 

Pal, Would you had the like Sir, 

Fred, You tumble in delights with your sweet Lady, 
And draw the minutes out m dea^ embraces, 

You live a right Lords life. 

Pal, Would you had tryed it, 

That you might know the vertue but to sufier, 

Your anger though it be unjust* and insolent, 

Sits handsomer upon you than your scorn, 

To do a wilfull ill and glory in it, • 

Is to do it double, double to be damned too. 

Fred, Hast thou not found a loving and free Prince, 
High in his favours too ; that has confer’d % 
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Such hearts ease, and such heaps of comfort on thee, 

All thou cou’dst ask? 

f^aL You are grown a tvrant too 
Upon so suffering, and so still a subje<£l ; 

You have put upon me such a punishment, 

That if your youth were honest it would blush at : 

But you are a shame to nature, as to vertue. 

Pull not my rage upon ye, ’tis so just. 

It will give way to no respeft ; my life. 

My innocent life, I dare maintain it Sir, 

Like a wanton prodigal you have flung away, 

Had I a thousand more I would allow ’em, 

And be as careless of ’em as your will is ; 

But to deny those rights the Law hath given me, 

The holy Law, and make her life the penance, 

Is such a studied and unheard of malice. 

No heart that is not hired from Hell dare think of ; 

To do it then too, when my hopes were high, 

High as my Blood, all my desires upon me. 

My free afeftions ready to embrace her, 

Enter Cassandra. 

And she mine own; do you smile at this? is’t done well? 
Is there not Heaven above you that sees all ? [E^it Val. 
Fred, Come hither Time, how does your noble Mistriss? 
Cas, As a Gentlewoman may do in her case that’s newly 
married, Sir : 

Sickly sometime^ and fond on’t, like your Majesty. 

Fred, She is breeding then ? 

Cas, She wants mu^ of her colour. 

And has her qualms as Ladies use to have, Sir, 

And her disgusts. 

Fred, And keeps her Chamber ? 

Cas, Yes Sir. 

Fred, And eats good troths and Jellies. 

Cas, I am sure she sighs. Sir, and weeps, good Lady, 
Fred, Alas, gbofj Ladv, for it. 

She should have one could comfort her, Cassandra^ 

Could turn those tears to joys, a lusty Comforter, 

Ca$, A o^mfoitable man does well at all hours. 
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For he brings comfortable things. (eaten Onions^ 

Fred. Come hither, & hold your fann between, you have 
Her breath stinks like a Fox, her teeth are contagious, 
These old women are all Elder-Pipes, do ye mark me? 

\Gives a Purse. 

Cas. Yes, Sir, but does your Grace think I am fit. 
That am both old and vertuous? 

Fred, Therefore the fitter, the older still the better, 

I know thou art as holy as an old Cope, 

Yet upon necessary use — 

Cas. ’Tis true. Sir. 

Fred. Her feeling sense is fierce still, speak unto her. 
You are familiar ; speak I say, unto her, 

Speak to the purpose ; tell her this, and this. 

Cas. Alas, she is honest. Sir, she is very honest. 

And would you have my gravity — 

Fred. I, I, your gravity will become the cause the better, 
I’ll look thee out a Knight shall make thee a Lady too, 

A lusty Knight, and one that shall be ruled by thee. 

And add to these. I’ll make ’em good, no mincing, 

Nor ducking out of nicety, good Lady, 

But do It home, we’ll all be friends too, tell her. 

And such a joy — 

Cas. That’s it that stirs me up, Sir, 

I would not for the World attempt her Chastity, 

But that they may live lovingly hereafter, 

Fred. For that I urge it too. (good. Sir, 

Cas. A little evil may well be suffered for a general 
I’ll take my leave of your Majesty. [Exit, 

Enter Valerio. 

Fred. Go fortunately, be speedy too: here comes Falerie^ 
If his afiiidlion have allayed his spirit 
My work has end. Come hither, Lord F'alerh^ 

How do you now ? 

FaL Your Majesty may guess, 

Not so well, nor so fortunate as you aje,* 

That can tye up mens honest wills, and aiftions. 

Fred. You clearly see now, brave Falerit^ 

What ’tis to be the Rival to a Prince, • 
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To interpose against a raging Lion ; 

I know you have suflFer’d, infinitely suffered, 

And with a kind of pity I behold it, 

And if you dare be worthy of my mercy, 

I can yet heal you 5 yield up your Evanthe^ 

Take oflF my sentence also. 

Val I fall thus low. Sir, 

My poor sad heart under your feet I lay, 

And all the service of my life. 

Frtd. Do this then, for without this ’twill be impossible, 
Part with her for a while. 

FaL You have parted us, 

What should I do with that I cannot use Sir ? 

Fred. *Tis well consider’d, let me have the Lady, 

And thou shalt see how nobly I’ll befriend thee. 

How all this difierence — 

Val, Will she come do you think, Sir? 

Fred, She must be wrought, I know she is too modest. 
And gently wrought, and cunningly. 

Val, ’Tis fit. Sir. 

Fred, And secretly it must be done. 

Val, As thought. 

Fred, I’ll warrant ye her honour shall be fair still. 

No soil nor stain shall appear on that, Valerio^ 

You see a thousand that bear sober faces. 

And shew of as inimitable modesties ; 

You would be sworn too that they were pure Matrons, 

And most chaste maids : and yet to augment their fortunes. 
And get them noble friends — 

Val, They are content, Sir, 

In private to bestow theif Beauties on ’em. (^or’t, 

Fred, They are so, and they are wise, they know no want 
Nor no eye sees they want their honesties. 

Val, If it might be carried thus, 

Fred, It shall be. Sir. ^ 

Val, I’ll see you dead first, with this caution. 

Why, sttre I think it might be done. 

Fred, Yes, es^ily. 

Val, For what time would your Grace desire her Body? 
Fred, A month or two, it shall be carried still 
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As if she kept with you, and were a stranger, 

Rather a hater of the grace I offer ; 

And then I will return her with such honour — 

f^aL ’Tis very like I dote much on your Honour. 

” Fred, And load her with such favour too, Valerh — 

FaL She never shall claw olFf I humbly thank ye. 
Fred, I’ll make ye both the happiest, and the richest, 
And the mightiest too— 

Val, But who shall work her, Sir? 

For on my Conscience she is very honest, 

And will be hard to cut as a rough Diamond. (tongue, 
Fred, Why, you must work her, any thing from your 
Set off with golden, and perswasive Language, 

Urging your dangers too. 

Val, But all this time 

Have you the conscience, Sir, to leave me nothing. 

Nothing to play withal ? 

Fr^, There be a thousand, take where thou wilt. 

Val, May I make bold with your Queen, 

She is useless to your Grace, as it appears, Sir, 

And but a loyal Wife that may be lost too; 

I have a mind to her, and then ’tis equal ? 

Fred, How, Sir ? 

Val, ’Tis so, Sir, thou most glorious impudence, 

Have I not wrongs enow to suffer under. 

But thou must pick me out to make a Monster? 

A hated Wonder to the World ? Do you start 
At my intrenching on your private liberty, 

And would you force a high- way through mine honour, 

And make me pave it too? But that thy Queen 
Is of that excellent honesty, ^ 

And guarded with Divinity about her. 

No loose thought can come near, nor flame unhallowed, 

I would so right my self. ' 

Fred, Why, take her to ye, ^ 

I am not vex’d at this, thou shalt enjoy her, 
ni be thy friend if that may win thy courtesie. 

Val, I will not be your Bawd, though Yor your Royahy. 

I brought up, and nourish’d in the Court, 

With thy most Royal Brother, and thy self, 
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Upon thv Fathers charge, thy happy Fathers, 

And suckt the sweetness of all humane arts, 

Learn’d Arms and Honour, to become a Rascal f 
Was this the expeftation of my Youth, 

My growth of Honour ? Do you speak this truly, 

Or do you try me, Sir? for I believe not. 

At least I would not, and methinks *tis impossible 
There should be such a Devil in a Kings shape, 

Such a malignant Fiend. 

Fred, I thank ye, Sir, 

To morrow is your last day, and look to it. 

Get from my sight, away. (upon ye. 

Fal, Ye are — Oh, my heart’s too high and full to think 

[Exeunt, 

Enter Evanthe, and Cassandra. 

Evan, You think it fit then, mortified Cassandra^ 

That I should be a Whore ? 

Cas, Why a Whore, Madam ? 

If every Woman that upon necessity 

Did a good turn, for there’s the main point, mark it. 

Were term’d a Whore, who would be honest. Madam ? 
Your Lords life, and your own are now in hazard, 

Two precious lives may be redeem’d with nothing. 

Little or nothing; say an hours or days sport, 

Or such a tov, the end to it is wantonness. 

(That we call lust that maidens lose their fame for) 

But a compell’d necessity of honour. 

Fair as the day, and clear as innocence. 

Upon my life and conscience, a direct way — 

Evan, To be a Rasca^ 

Cas, TTis a kind of Rape too, 

That keeps you clear, for where your will’s compell’d 
Though you vield up your Body you are safe still. 

Evan, Thou art grown a learned Bawd, I ever look’d 
Thy great sufficiency would break out. 

Cat, You may. 

You ihat are youngj s^id fair scorn us old Creatures, 

But you must know my years, ere you be wise, Lady, 

And my e^cperience too} say the King Wed ye? 
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Say it were nothing else ? 

Evan. I, many wench, now thou comest to me. 

Cas. Do you think Princes favours are such sleight things, 
To fling away when you please ? there be young Ladies 
Both fair and honourable, that would leap to reach *cm, 
And leap aloft too. 

Evan. Such are light enough; 

I am no Vaulter, Wench, but canst thou tell me, 

Though he be a King, whether he be sound or no ? 

I would not give my Youth up to infedlion, 

Cas. As sound as honour ought to be, I think. Lady ; 
Go to, be wise, I do not bid you try him ; 

But if he love you well, and you negledl him. 

Your Lords life hanging on the hazard of it. 

If you be so wilful proud. 

Evan. Thou speakest to the point still ; (woman ? 
But when I have lain with him, what am I then, Gcntle- 
Cas. What are you ? why, the same you atjC now, a wo^ 
A vertuous Woman, and a noble Woman, (man, 

Touching at what is noble, you become so. 

Had Lucrece e’r been thought of but for Tar quin ? 

She was before a simple unknown Woman, 

When she was ravish’d, she was a reverend Saint ; 

And do you think she yielded not a little ? 

And had a kind of will to have been re-ravish’d ? 

Believe it, yes : there are a thousand stories " 

Of wondrous loyal Women, that have slipt. 

But It has been on the ice of tender honour, 

That kept ’em cool still to the World. I think you arc hlest, 
That have such an occasion in your hands to beget a Chro- 
A faithful one. • (nicle, 

Evan. It must needs be much honour, 

Cas. As you may make it, infinite, and safe too, 

And when ’tis done, your Lord and you may live 
So quietly, and peaceably toge^er, 

And be what you please. 

Evan. But suppose this. Wench, 

The King should so delight me withphis Company, 

I should forget my Lord, and no more look oil hitXL ; 

Cas. That’s the main hazard, for I tell you truly. 
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I have heard report speak he is an infinite pleasure, 
Almost above belief; there be some Ladies, 

And modest to the world too, wondrous modest. 

That have had the blessedness to try his body. 

That I have heard proclaim him a new Hercules, 

Evan, So strongly able ? 

Cas, There will be the danger, 

You being but a young and tender Lady, 

Although your mind be good, yet your weak Body, 

At first encounter too, to meet with one 
Of his unconquer’d strength. 

Evan, Peace, thou rude Bawd, 

Thou studied cld corruptness, tye thy tongue up. 

Your hired base tongue ; is this your timely counsel ? 
Dost thou seek to make me dote on wickedness ? 
Because *tis ten times worse than thou deliver’st it ? 

To be a Whore, because he has sufficiency 
To make a h^dred ? O thou impudence ! 

Have I reliev’d thy Age to mine own ruine ? 

And worn thee in my Bosome, to betray me ? 

Can years and impotence win nothing on thee 
That’s good and honest, but thou must go on still 
And where thy bloud wants heat to sin thy self, 

Force thy decrepit will to make me wicked ? 

Qas, I did but tell ye. 

Evan. What the damnedst Woman, 

The cunning’st and the skilfuU’st Bawd comes short of ; 
If thou hadst liv’d ten Ages to be damn’d in, 

And exercis’d this Art the Devil taught thee. 

Thou could’st not have express’d it more cxaftly, 

Cas, I did not bid you sin, 

Evan. Thou woo’d’st me to it. 

Thou that art fit for Prayer and the Grave, 

Thy Body Earth already, and Corruption, 

Thou taught’st the way ; go follow your fine funftion, 
There arc houses of delight, that want good Matrons, 
Such grave InstruftorS, get thee thither, Monster, 

And rjead variety of sins to wantons, 

Aiiiii^#heii thev roar with pains, learn to fnake plaisters. 

. Cas* .This w. have for our good wills. 


D 
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Evan, If e’r I see thee more, 

Or any thing that’s like thee, to affright me, 

By this fair light I’ll spoil thy Bawdery, 

I’ll leave thee neither Eyes nor Nose to grace thee. 

When thou wantest Bread, and common pity towards thee, 

Enter Frederick. 

And art a starving in a Ditch, think of me. 

Then dye, and let the wandring Bawds lament thee ; 

Be gone, I charge thee leave me. 

Cas. You’ll repent this. [Exit, 

Fred, She’s angry, and t’other crying too, my suit’s cold. 
I’ll make your heart ake, stubborn Wench, for this; 

Turn not so angry from me, I will speak to you. 

Are you grown proud with your delight, good Lady, 

So pamper’d with your sport you scorn to know me? 

Evan, I scorn ye not, I would you scorn’d not me, Sir, 
And forc’t me to be weary of my duty, ,, , 

I know your Grace, would I had never seen ye. 

Fred, Because I love you, because I dote upon ye, 
Because I am a man that seek to please ye. 

Evan, I have man enough already to content me. 

As much, as noble, and as worthy of me, 

As all the World can yield. 

Fred, That’s but your modesty. 

You have no man, nay never look upon me, 

I know it, Lady, no man to content ye. 

No man that can, or at the least, that dares, 

Which is a poorer man, and nearer nothing. 

Evan, Be nobler, Sir, inform’d. 

Fred, I’ll tell thee, Wench* 

The poor condition of this poorer fellow, 

And make thee blush for shame at thine own errour, 

He never tendred yet a husbands duty. 

To thy warm longing bed. ^ 

Evan, How should he know that? 

Fred, I am sure he did not, for I* charg’d him Ho, 
Upon his life I charg’d him, but to® try him; 

Could any brave or noble spirit stop here? 

Was life to be prcfcrr’d before aflfeflion? 
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Lawful and long’d for too? 

Evan. Did you command him? 

End. 1 did in policy to try his spirit* 

Evan. And could he be so dead cold to observe it? 
Brought I no .beauty, nor no love along with me? 

End. Why, that is it that makes me scorn to name him. 
I should have lov’d him if he had ventur’d for’t, 

Nay, doted on his bravery. 

Evan. Only charg’d r 

And with that spell sit down ? dare men fight bravely 
For poor slight things, for drink, or ostentation ? 

And there indanger both their lives and fortunes. 

And for their lawful loves fly off with fear ? (thee ? 

Ered. *Tis true, and with a cunning base fear too to abuse 
Made thee believe, poor innocent Evanthe^ 

Wretched young Girl, it was his impotency; 

Was it not so? deny it. (young man! 

Evan. O my anger! at my years to be cozen’d with a 
Ered. A strong man too, certain he lov’d ye dearly. 
Evan. To have my shame and love mingled together. 
And both flung on me like a weight to sink me, 

I would have dyed a thousand times. 

Ered. So would any, 

Any that had the spirit of a man; 

I would have been kill’d in your arms. 

Evan, I would he had been. 

And buried in mine arms, that had been noble. 

And what a monument would I have made him ? 

Upon this breast he should have slept in peace, 

Honour, and everlasting love his mourners ; 

And I still weeping till old*time had turn’d me, 

And pitying powers above into pure crystal. 

Ered. Hadst thou lov’d me, and had my way been stuck 
With deaths, as thick as frosty nights with stars, 

I vrould have ventur’d. • (Coward. 

Evan, Sure there is some trick in’t: Ealerio ne’r was 
Er^. Worse than this too, 

Tamer, and seasoning df a baser nature, 

He set your woman on ye to betray ye. 

Your bawdy woman, or your sin solicitor; 
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I pray but think what this man may deserve now, 

I know he did, and did it to please me too. 

Evan, Good Sir afflift me not too fest, I feel 
I am a woman, and a wrong’d one too, ^ 

And sensible I am of my abuses, 

Sir, you have loved me. (upon thy person. 

Fred, And I love thee still, pity thy wrongs, and dote 
Evan, To set my woman on me ’twas too base. Sir. 
Fred, Abominable vile. 

Evan, But I shall lit him. 

Fred, All reason and all Law allows it to ye, 

And ye are a fool, a tame fool, if you spare him. 

Evan, You may speak now, and happily prevail too. 
And I beseech your Grace be angry with me. 

Fred, I am at heart. She staggers in her faith, 

And will fall off I hope, I’ll ply her still. 

Thou abused innocence, I suffer with thee, 

If I should give him life, he would still betray thee ; 

That fool that fears to dye for such a Beauty, 

Would for the same fear sell thee unto misery. 

I do not say he would have been Bawd himself too. 

Evan, Follow’d thus far ? nay then I smell the malice. 
It tastes too hot of pradl:is’d wickedness. 

There can be no such man, I am sure no Gentleman; 

Shall my anger make me whore, and not my pleasure? 

My sudden inconsiderate rage abuse me ? 

Come home again, my frighted faith, my vertuc. 

Home to my heart again ; he be a Bawd too ? 

Fred, I will not say he offered fair Evanthe, 

Evan, Nor do not dare, ’twill be an impudence. 

And not an honour for a Princd to lye; 

Fyc, Sir, a person of your rank to trifle, 

I know you do lye. 

Fred, How ? (but one day, 

Evan, Lye shamefully, ami I could wish myself a man 
To tell you openly you lye too basely. 

Fred, Take heed, wild fool. • 

Evan Take thou heed, thou taftie Devil, 

Thou all Pandora's Box in a Kings firare. 

Thou hast almost whor’d my weak bdtef ^Iready, 
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And like an Engineer blown up mine honour; 

But I shall countermine, and catch your mischief, 

This little Fort you seek, J shall man nobly, 

Anil strongly too, with chaste obedience 
To mjr dear Lord, with vertuous thoughts that scorn ye. 
Viftorious Thomyris ne’r won more honour 
In cutting off the Royal head of Cyrus^ 

Than I shall do in conquering thee; farewel. 

And if thou canst be wise, learn to be good too. 

*Twill give thee nobler lights than both thine eyes do; 

My poor Lord and my self are bound to suffer. 

And when I sec him faint under your sentence, 
ril tell ye more, it may be then I’ll yield too. 

Fred, Fool unexampled, shall my anger follow thee ? 

[Exeunt, 

Enter Rugio, and Fryar Marco, amazed, 

Rugio, Curst on our sights, our fond credulities, 

A thousand curses on the Slave that cheated us. 

The damn’d Slave. 

Mar, We have e’n sham’d our service. 

Brought our best care and loyalties to nothing, 

’Tis the most fearful poyson, the most potent, 

Heaven give him patience; Oh it works most strongly. 

And tears him, Lord. 

Rug, That we should be so stupid 
To trust the arrant’st Villain that e’r flatter’d, 

The bloodiest too, to believe a few soft words from him. 
And give way to his prepar’d tears. 

Irithiny Alphomo, Oh, Oh, Oh. 

Rug, Hark, Fryar MarcOy hark, the poor Prince, that 
we should be such Block-heads, 

As to be taken with his drinking first ! 

And never think what Antidotes are made for! (for*t; 

Two wooden sculls we have, and we deserve to be bang’d 
For certainly it will be laid to our charge; 

As certain too, it will 4ispatch him speedily. 

Which way to turn, or what to — 

Mar, Let’s pray, Heavens hand is strong. 

Rug, The hyson’s strong, you would say. 
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Enter Alphonso, carried on a Couch by two Fryars. 

Would any thing — He comes, let’s give him comfort. 

Alpk Give me more air, air, more air, blow, blow, 
Open thou Eastern Gate, and blow upon me. 

Distill thy cold dews, O thou icy Moon, 

And Rivers run through my afflifted spirit. 

I am all fire, fire, fire, the raging dog star 

Reigns in my bloud, Oh which way shall I turn me? 

Mtna^ and all his flames burn in my head, 

Fling me into the Ocean or I perish; 

Dig, dig, dig, till the Springs fly up, 

The cold, cold Springs, that I may leap into ’em, 

And bathe my scorcht Limbs in their purling Pleasures. 

Or shoot me up into the higher Region, 

Where treasures of delicious Snow are nourisht. 

And Banquets of sweet Hail. 

Rug, Hold him fast Fryer, O how he burns! 

Alph, What will ye sacrifice me? 

Upon the Altar lay my willing body, 

And pile your Wood up, fling your holy incense; 

And as I turn me you shall see all flame, 

Consuming flame, stand oflF me, or you arc ashes. 

Both, Most miserable wretches. 

Alph, Bring hither Charity 
And let me hug her, Fryer, they say she’s cold, 

Infinite cold Devotion cannot warm her; 

Draw me a river of false lovers tears 

Clean through my breast, they are dull, cold, and forgetful. 

And will give ease, let Virgins righ upon me. 

Forsaken souls, the sighs are precious, 

Let them all sigh: Oh hell, hell, hell, Oh horror. 

Mar, To bed, good Sir. 

Alph, My bed will burn ^bout me, 

Like Phaetorty in all consuming flashes 
I am inclosed, let me fly, let me fly, give room; 

Betwixt the cold Bear, and the ragiag Lyon 
J^cs my safe way; O for a cake of Ice now, 

To clap unto my heart to comfort me; 

Decrepit Winter hang upon my shoulders,^ 
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And let me wear thy frozen Isicles 

Like Jewels round about my head, to cool mej 

My eyes burn out, and sink into their sockets, ^ 

And my infedled brain like brimstone boils, 

I live in Hell, and several furies vex me; 

O carry me where no Sun ever shewed yet 
A face of comfort, where the earth is Crystal, 

Never to be dissolv’d, where naught inhabits 

But night and cold, and nipping frosts, and winds 

That cut the stubborn roclw and make them shiver; 

Set me there friends. (he has! 

Rug, Hold fast, he must to bed, Fryer, what scalding sweats 

Mar, He’ll scald in Hell for’t, that was the cause. 

Alph, Drink, drink, a world of drink, 

Fill all the cups and all the antick vessels, 

And borrow pots, let me have drink enough, 

Bring all the worthy drunkards of the time, 

The experienc’d drunkards, let me have them all, 

And let them drink their worst, I’le make them Ideots, 
rie lye upon my Back and swallow Vessels; 

Have Rivers made of cooling Wine run through me, 

Not stay for this mans health, or this great Princes, 

But take an Ocean, and begin to all; Oh, oh. 

Mar, He cools a little, now away with him, 

And to his warm bed presently. 

Alph, No drink? no wind? no cooling air? ^ 

Rug, You shall have any thing. 

His hot fit lessens, Heaven put in a hand now, 

And save his life; there’s drink Sir in your chamber, 

And all cool things. 

Alph, Away, away, ISt’s fly to ’em, [Exeunt, 

Enter Valerio and Evan the. 

Evan, To say you were impotent, I am asham’d on’t. 
To make your self no manf to a fresh Maid too, 

A longing Maid, upon her wedding night also, 

To give her such a dor. 

Pal, I prethee pftrdon me. 

Evan, Had you been drunk, ’t had been excusable, 

Or like a Gentleman under the Surgions hands, 
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And so not able, there had been some colour, 

But wretchcdlv to take a weakness to ye, 

A fearful weaimess, to abuse your body, 

And let a lye work like a spell upon ye, 

A lye, to save your life. 

f^al. Will you give me leave, sweet? 

Ev, You have taken too much leave, and too base leave too. 
To wrong your love; hast thou a noble spirit? 

And canst thou look up to the peoples loves, 

That call thee worthy, and not blush, Valerio} 

Canst thou behold me that thou hast betray’d thus. 

And no shame touch thee? 

VaL Shame attend the sinful, I know my innocence. 
Evan. Ne’r think to face it, that’s a double weakness, 
And shews thee falser still; the King himself. 

Though he be wicked, and our Enemy, 

But juster than thou art, in pity of my injuries. 

Told me the truth. 

VaL What did he tell thee, Evanthe} 

Evan. That but to gain thy life a fortnight longer, 
Thy lov’d poor life, thou gav’st up all my duties. 

Val. I swear ’tis false; my life and death are equal, 

I have weigh’d ’em both, and find ’em but one fortune. 
But Kings are men, and live as men, and dye too. 

Have the affedions men have, and their falsehoods; 

Indeed they have more power to make ’em good ; 

The King^s to blame, it was to save thy life Wench, 

Thy innocent life, that I forbore thy bed. 

For if I had toucht thee thou hadst dyed, he swore it. 

Evan. And was not I as worthy to dye nobly? 

To make a story for the time that follows, 

As he that married me? what weakness, Sir, 

Or disability do you see in me. 

Either in mind or body? to defraud me 

Of such an opportunity? Do y^u think I married you 

Only for pleasure, or content in lust? 

To lull you in my arms, and kiss you hourly? 

Was this my endr I might have beeit a Queen, Sir, 

If that had caught me, and have known all delicates; 
There’s few that would have shun’d so feir ^ offer. 
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0 thou unfaithful fearful man, thou hast killM me, 

In saving me this way, thou hast destroy’d mey 
Rob’d me of that thy love can never give more| 

To be unable to save me? O misery! 

Had I been mv Valtrio^ thou Evanthe^ 

1 would have lyen with thee under a Gallows, 

Though the Hangman had been my Hymens and the furies . 
With iron whips and forks, ready to torture me. 

I would have hug’d thee too, though Hell had gap’d at me; 
Save my life! that expeded to dye bravely, 

That would have woo’d it too: Would I had married 
An Eunuch^ that had truly no ability, 

Then such a fearful lyar, thou hast done me 
A scurvy courtesie, that has undone me. 

I’le do no more, since you are so nobly fashion’d. 
Made up so strongly. Tie take my share with ye, 

Nay, dear, I’le learn of you. 

Evan, He weeps too tenderly; 

My anger’s gone, good my Lord pardon me, 

And if I have offended, be more angry. 

It was a Womans flash, a sudden valour, 

That could not lye conceal’d. 

uh I honour ye, bv all the rites of holy marriage. 

And pleasures of chaste love, I wonder at ye. 

You appear the vision of a Heaven unto me. 

Stuck all with stars of honour shining clearly, 

And all the motions of your mind Celestial; 

Man is a lump of Earth, the best man spiritless. 

To such a woman; all our lives and aftions 
But counterfeits in Arras to this vertue; 

Chide me again, you have *50 brave an anger. 

And flows so nobly from you, thus deliver’d, 

That I could suffer like a Child to hear ye. 

Nay make my self guilty of some faults to honour ye. 

Eva, I’le chide no more, you have rob’d me of my courage, 
And with cunning patience checkt my impudence; 

Once more forgiveness? [Sht kneels, 

FaL Will this scr^c, Evanthel [Kisses her. 

And this my love? Heavens mercy be upon us; 

But did he tell po more? 

1 
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Evan, Only this trifle : you set my woman on me, to betray 
*Tis true, she did her best, a bad old woman, (me; 

It stir’d me, Sir. 

VaL I cannot blame thee, Jewel. (way — 

Evan, And me thought when your name was sounded that 
f^al. He that will spare no fame, will spare no name, sweet ; 
Though as I am a man, I am full of weakness. 

And may slip happily into some ignorance. 

Yet at my years to be a bawd, and cozen 
Mine own hopes with my Do^nne — (row. 

Eva, I believe not, nor never shall ; our time is out to mor- 
f^al. Let’s be to night then full of fruitfulness. 

Now we are both of one mmd, let’s be happy, 

I am no more a wanting man, Evanthe^ 

Thy warm embraces shall dissolve that impotence, 

And my cold lye shall vanish with thy kisses; 

You hours of night be long, as when Alcmena 
Lay by the lusty side of Jupiter \ 

Keep Dack the day, and hide his golden beams. 

Where the chaste watchful morning may not find ’em; 

Old doting Tython hold Aurora fast. 

And though she blush the day-break from her cheeks, 
Conceal her still; thou heavy Wain stand firm, 

And stop the quicker revolutions; 

Or if the day must come, to spoil our happiness, 

Thou envious Sun peep not upon our pleasure, 

Thou that all Lovers curse, be far off from us. 

Enter Castruchio with Guard, 

Evan, Then let’s to bed, and this night in all joyes 
And chaste delights — * 

Cait, Stay, I must part ye both; 

It is the Kings command, who bids me tell ye. 

To morrow is your last hour. 

Val, I obey, Sir, 

In Heaven we shall meet. Captain, where King Frederick 
Dare not appear to part us, • (Office, 

Cast, Mistake me not, though I am rough in doing of my 
You shall find. Sir, you have a friend to honour ye, 

Fal, I thank ye. Sir. 
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Evan. IftzY captain tell the King, 

They that arc sad on Earth, in Heaven shall sing. [Exeunt. 


ASlus Quintus. Sana Prima. 

Enter Fryer Marco, and Rugio. 

Rug. T T Ave you writ to the Captain of the Castle? 

X X Mar. Yes, and charged him 
Upon his souls health, that he be not cruel, 

Told him ^alerioh worth among the people. 

And how it must be punisht in posterity, 

Though he scape now. 

Rug. But will not he, Fryer MarcOy betrav this to the King? 
Mar. Though he be stubborn, and of a rugged nature. 
And honours much Valerio. (yet he is honest. 

Rug. How does Alphonsoi 
For now me thinks my heart is light again. 

And pale fear fled. 

Mar. He is as well as I am; 

The Rogue against his will has sav’d his life, 

A desperate poison has re-cur’d the Prince. 

Rug. To me ’tis most miraculous. 

Mar. To me too, till I consider why it should do so. 
And now I have found it a most excellent Physick, 

It wrought upon the dull cold misty parts. 

That clog’d his soul, which was another poison, 

A desperate too, and found such matter there, 

And such abundance also, to resist it. 

And wear away the dangerous heat it brought with it, 

The pure blood and the spirits scap’d untainted. 

]^g. ’Twas Heavens high hand, none of Sorano*s pity. 
Mar. Most certain ’twas, had the malitious villain 

Enter Castruchio. 

Given him a coolilig^ poison, he had paid him. 

Rug. The Captain of the Castle. 

Mnr. O ye are welcome, how docs your Prisoner? 
Cast. He^ust go for dead; 
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But when I do a deed of so much villany, 

I'lc have my skin pull’d o’re mine ears, my Lord, 

Enter Alphonso and Fryers^ 

Though I am the Kings, I am none of his abuses; 

How does your Royal charge? that I might see once. 

Mar» I pray see now, you are a trusty Gentleman, 
Alph, Good Fathers, I thank Heaven, I feel no sickness. 
Cait, He speaks again. 

Alph, Nothing that bars the free use of my spirit, 

Me thinks the air’s sweet to me, and company 
A thing I covet now, Castruchio, (pate Lord, 

Cast, Sir, he speaks, and knows, for Heaven sake break my 
That I may be sure I sleep not. 

Alph, Thou wert honest, 

Ever among the rank of good men counted, 

I have been absent long out of the world, 

A dream I have lived, how does it look Castruchio} 

What wonders are abroad? (goodness, 

Cast, I fling oflF duty to your dead Brother, for he is dead in 
And to the living hope of brave Alphonso^ 

The noble heir of nature, and of honour, 

I fasten my Allegeance. (blest secret. 

Mar, Softly Captain, we dare not trust the Air with this 
Good Sir, be close again. Heaven has restor’d ye. 

And by miraculous means, to your fair health. 

And made the instrument your enemies malice. 

Which does prognosticate your noble fortune; 

Let not our careless joy lose you again, Sir, 

Help to deliver ye to a further danger, 

I pray you pass in, and rest a while forgotten, 

For if your Brother come to know you are well again, 

And ready to inherit as your right, 

Before we have strength enough to assure your life, 

What \y\\\ become of you ? and^ what shall we 
Deserve in all opinions that are honest, 

For our loss of judgment, care, and loyafty? 

Rug, Dear Sir, pass in, Heaven has l^gun the work, 
And blest us all, let our indeavours follow, 

To preserve this blessing to our timely uses, v 
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And bring it to tHte noWc end we aim at; 

Let our cares work now, and our eyes pick out 
An hour to shew ye safely to your Subjeils, 

A secure hour. 

Alph. I am counsel’d; ye are faithful. 

Cast. Which hour shall not be long, as we shall handle it. 
Once more the tender of my duty. 

Alph. Thank ye. 

Cast. Keep you the Monastery. 

Rug. Strong enough Pie warrant ye. [^Exeunt. 

Enter the Fooly and Podrano. 

Pod. Who are all these that crowd about the Court, Fool? 
Those strange new faces? 

Fool. They are Suitors, Coxcomb, 

Dainty fine Suitors to the Widow Lady, (handsomly 

Thou hadst best make one of ’em, thou wilt be hang’d as 
At the Months end, and as much joy follow’d, 

And ’twere to morrow; as many mourning Bawds for thee. 
And holy Nuns, whose vestal fire ne’r vanishes, 

In sackcloth Smocks, as if thou wert Heir apparent 
To all the impious Suburbs, and the sink-holes. 

Pod. Out you base Rogue. 

Fool. Why dost abuse thy self? 

Thou art to blame, I take thee for a Gentleman, 

But why does not thy Lord and Master marry her? 

Pod. Why, she is his Sister. 

Fool. ^Tis the better, Fool, 

He may make bold with his own flesh and blood. 

For o’ my conscience there’s none else will trust him; 

Then he may pleasure the»King at a dead pinch too. 
Without a Mephestophilusy such as thou art, 

And ingross the Royal disease like a true Subjedl. 

Pod. Thou wilt be whipt. 

Fool. I am sure thou wjjt be hang’d, 

I have lost a Ducket else, which I would be loth to venture 
Without certainty! .They appear, [Suitors pass by. 

Pod, Why these are Rascals. (better kindred ? 

Fool. They were meant to be so, does thy Master deserve 
Pod. There’s an bid Lawyer, 
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Trim’d up like a Gaily Foist, wKkt would he do with her? 

FmU As Usurers do with their Gold, he would look on her. 
And read her over once a day, like a hard report. 

Feed his dull eye, and keep his fingers itching; 

For any thing else, she may appeal to a Parliament, 

Suh Patna's and Post Kaes have spoil’d his Codpiece; 

There’s a Physician too, older than he, 

And GalUn Gallinactus^ but he has lost his spurs. 

He would be nibling too. 

Pod, I marked the man, if he be a man. 

Fool, H’as much ado to be so, 

Searcloths and Sirrups glew him close together. 

He would fall a pieces else; mending of she Patients, 

And then trying whether they be right or no 
In his own person, there’s the honest care on’t, 

Has mollifi’d the man; if he do marry her. 

And come but to warm him well at Cupids Bonfire, 

He will bulge so subtilly and suddenly, 

You may snatch him up by parcels, like a Sea Rack: 

Will your Worship go, and look upon the rest. Sir? 

And hear what they can say for themselves. 

Pod, rie follow thee. [Ejireunt. 

Enter Camillo, Menallo, Cleanthes, and Castni^io. 

Cam, You tell us wonders. 

Cast, But I tell you truths, they are both well. 

Men, Why are not we in Arms then? 

And all the Island given to know — (else, 

Cast, Discreetly and privately it must be done, ’twill miss 
And prove our ruines; most of the noble Citizens 
Know it by me, and stay the hoar to attend it. 

Prepare your hearts and friends, let their’s be right too. 

And keep about the King to avoid suspicion; 

Enter Frederick and Sorano. 

When you shall hear the Castle Bell, take courage, 

And stand like men, away, the King is ^coming. 

» {^Exeunt Lords, 

Fre, Now Captain, what have you done with your prisoner? 
Cast, He is dead, Sir, and his body flung into the Sea, 
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To feed the fishcs> your will, I take it| 

1 did it from a strong Commission, 

And stood not to capitulate. 

Fred. ’Tis well done, 

And I shall love you for your faith. What anger 
Or sorrow did he utter at his end? 

Cast. Faith little, Sir, that I gave any ear t^| 

He would have spoke, but I had no Commission^' 

To argue with him, so I flung him ofFj 
His Lady would have seen, but I lockt her up. 

For fear her womans tears should hinder us. 

Fred. ’Twas trusty still. I wonder, my Soranoy 
We hear not from the Monastery; I believe 
They gave it not, or else it wrought not fully. 

Cast, Did you name the Monastery? 

Fred. Yes, I did Captain. 

Cast, I saw the Fryer this morning, and Lord Rugioy 
Bitterly weeping, and wringing of their hands. 

And all the holy men hung down their heads. 

Sera, *Tis done I’le warrant ye. 

Cast. I ask’d the reason. 

Fred. What answer hadst thou? 

Cast, This in few words. Sir, 

Your Brother’s dead, this morning he deceased, 

I was your servant, and I wept not. Sir, 

I knew ’twas for your good. 

Fred. It shall be for thine too. 

Captain, indeed it shall. O my Soranoy 
Now we shall live. 

Ser. I, now there’s none to trouble ye. 

Fred. Captain, bring mut the woman, and give way 
To any Suitor that shall come to marry her, 

Of what degree soever. 

Cast. It shall be done, Sir. [Exit Cast. 

Fre. O let me have a Justy Banquet after it. 

Enter Evanthe, Camillo, Cleanthes, Mcnallo, Fool. 

I will be high ami merry. 

Sor. There be some Lords 
That I could counsel ye to fling from Court, Sir, 
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They pry into our suSions, they are such 
The foolish people call their Countries honours, 

Honest brave things, and stile them with such Titles, 

As if they were the patterns of the Kingdom, 

Which makes them proud, and prone to look into us, 

And talk at random of our aftions. 

They should be lovers of your commands. 

And followers of your will; bridles and curbs ' 

To the hard headed Commons that malign us. 

They come here to do honour to my Sister, 

To laugh at your seventy, and fright us; 

If they had power, what would these men do? 

Do you hear. Sir, how privily they whisper? 

Fred, I shall silence ’em. 

And to their shames within this week Soranoy 
In the mean time have patience. 

Sor, How they jeer, and look upon me as I were a Monster ! 
And talk and jeer! how I shall pull your plumes. Lords 
How I shall humble ye within these two daies ! 

Your great names, nor your Country cannot save yci 
Fred, Let in the Suitors. Yet submit, I’le pardon ye, 
You are half undone already, do not wind 
My anger to that height, it may consume ye, 

Enter Lawyer^ Physiciany Captain Cutpurse, 

And utterly destroy thee, fair Evanthei yet I have mercy. 

Evan, Use it to your bawds. 

To me use cruelty, it best becomes ye. 

And shews more Kingly: I contemn your rnerc}!^ 

It is a cozening, and a bawdy mercy; 

Can any thing be hoped for, to itlieve me? (Lord. 

Or is it fit ? I thank you for a pity, when you have kill’d my 
Fred, Who will have her? 

Evan, My tears are gone. 

My tears of love to my dear F%lerioy 

But I have fill’d mine eyes again with anger; 

O were it but so powerful to consume ye. 

My tongue with curses I have arm’d against ye. 

With Maiden curses, that Heaven crowns with horrors, 

My heart set round with hate against thy tyranny; 
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O^ lfould my hands could hold the fire of Heaven, 

Wrapt in the thunder that the Grods revenge with, 

That like stern Justice I might fling it on thee; 

Thou art a King of Monsters, not of men. 

And shortly thou wilt turn this Land to Devils. 

Frtd, Fie make you one first, and a wretched Devil, 
Come who will have her? 

Law, I an’t like your Majesty, I am a Lawyer, 

I can make her a Joynture of any mans Land in NapleSy 
And she shall keep it too, I have a trick for it. 

Fool, Canst thou make her a Joynture of thine honesty? 
Or thy abili[t]y, thou lewd abridgment? 

Those are non suted and flung o’ re the bar. 

Phy, An’t please your Majesty to give me leave, 

I dare accept her; and though old I seem, Lady, 

Like Msofty by my art I can renew youth and ability. 

Fool, In a powdering Tub 
Stew thy self tender again, like a Cock Chicken, 

The broth may be good, but the flesh is not fit for dogs sure. 

Capt, Lady, take me, and Fie maintain thine honour, 

I am a poor Captain, as poor people call me. 

Very poor people, for my Souldiers 

They are quartered in the outside of the City, 

Men of ability, to make good a high way ; 

We have but two grand Enemies that oppose us, 

The Don Gouty and the Gallows. (Jointure; 

Fool, I believe ye, and both these you will bind her for a 
Now Signior firk. 

Cut^purse, Madam, take me and be wise, 

I am rich and nimble, and those are rare in one man, 

Every mans pocket is my Treasury, 

And no man wears a Sute but fits me neatly; 

Cloaths you shall have, and wear the purest Linnen, 

I have a tribute out of every Shop, Lady, 

Meat you shall eat, I have my Caters out too. 

The best and lustiest, and drink good Wine, good Lady, 
Good quickening Wine, Wine that will make you caper. 
And at the worst— * 

Fool, It is but capering short. Sir, 

You seldom stay for Agues or for Surfeits^ 

B.-F. V. ^ 
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A shaking fit of a whip sometimes oVetakes ye, 

Many you dye most commonly of choakings, 

Obstruaions of the halter are your ends ever; 

Pray leave your horn and your knife for her to live on. 

Eva. Poor wretched people, whv do you wrong yo^r selves ? 
Though I fear’d death, I should rear you ten times more, 
You are every one a new death, and an odious, 

The earth will purifie corrupted bodies, 

You’ll make us worse and stink eternally. 

Go home, go home and get good Nurses for you, 

Dream not of Wives. 

Fre^i. You shall have one of ’em, if they dare venture for ye. 

Evan. They are dead already, 

Crawling diseases that must creep into 

The next grave they find open, are these fit Husbands 

For her you have loved, Sir? though you hate me now. 

And hate me mortally, as I hate you. 

Your nobleness, in that you have done otherwise. 

And named Evanthe once as your poor Mistris, 

Might offer worthier choice. (dye? 

Fre. Speak, who dare take her for one moneth, and then 

Phy. Dye, Sir? 

Fred. I, dye Sir, that’s the condition. 

Phy. One moneth is too little 
For me to repent in for my former pleasure, 

To go still on, unless I were sure she would kill me, 

And kill me delicately before my day. 

Make it up a year, for by that time I must dye, 

My body will hold out no longer. * 

Fred. No Sir, it must be but a moneth. 

Law. Then ferewel Madan^, 

This is like to be a great year of dissention 
Among good people, and I dare not lose it, 

There will [b]e money got. 

Capt. Bless your good Lariiship, there’s nothing in the 

(grave but bones and ashes, 
In Taverns there’s good wine, and excellent wenches, 

And Surgeons while we live. 

Cutp. Adieu sweet Lady, 

Lay me when I am dead near a rich Alderman, 
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I dmnot pick his Purse, no, Pic no dying, 

Though I steal Linnen, Fie not steal my shrowd yrt. 

M. Send ye a happy match. \Exiuni, 

Fml. And you all halters, you have deserved 'em richly. 
These do all Villanies, and mischiefs of all sorts, yet those 

(they fear not, 

To flinch where a flair wench is at the stake. 

Evan. Come, your sentence, let me dye : you see, Sir, 
None of your valiant men dare venture on me, 

A Monetn’s a dangerous thing. 

Enter Valerio disguis'd. 

Fred. Away with her, let her dye instantly. 

Evan. Will you then be willing 
To dye at the time prefixt? that I must know too, 

And know it beyond doubt. 

Fred. What if I did wench? 

Evan. On that condition if I had it certain, 

I would be your any thing, and you should injoy me, 

How ever in my nature I abhor you* 

Yet as I live I would be obedient to you; 

But when your time came how I should rejoyce. 

How then I should bestir my self to thank ye, 

To see your throat cut, how my heart would leap, Sir! 

I would dye with you, but first I would so torture ye. 

And cow you in your end, so despise you, 

For a weak and wretched coward, you must end sure; 

Still make ye fear, and shake, despised, still laugh at ye. 

Fred. Away with her, let her dye instantly. 

Cam, Stay, there’s anotjjer, and a Gentleman, 

His habit shews no less, may be his business 
Is for this Ladies love. 

Fred. Say why ye come. Sir, and what you arc. 
al, I am descended nobly, a Prince bv birth, and by my trade 
A Princes fellow, Jhidos brou^t me forth, (a Souldicr, 
My Parents Duke Agenor^ and fair Egla^ 

My business hitherto* renew my love 
With a young noble spirit, call’d Falerio\ 

Our first acquaintance was at Sea, in fight 
Against a Turki^l^ man of War, a stout one, 
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Where Lyon-like I saw him shew his valour, 

And as he had been made of complcat vertue, 

Spirit, and fire, no dregs of dull earth in him, (him. 

Evan. Thou art a brave Gentleman, and bravely sp^est 
VaL The Vessel dancing under him for joy, 

And the rough whistling winds becalm’d to view hiihj 
I saw the child of honour, for he was young. 

Deal such an Alms amongst the spightful Pagans, 

His towring sword flew like an eager Falkon, 

And round about his reach invade the Turksy 
He had intrencht himself in his dead quarries; 

The silver Crescents on the tops they carried 
Shrunk in their heads to see his rage so bloody. 

And from his fury suffered sad eclipses; 

The game of death was never plaid more nobly. 

The meager thief grew wanton in his mischiefs. 

And his shrunk hollow eyes smil’d on his mines. 

Evan. Heaven keep this Gentleman from being a Suitor, 
For I shall ne’r deny him, he’s so noble. 

VaL But what can last long? strei^th and spirit wasted. 
And fresh supplies flew on upon this Gentleman, 

Breathless and weary with oppression. 

And almost kill’d with killing, ’twas my chance 
In a tall Ship I had to view the fight; 

I set into him, entertain’d the Turky 

And for an hour gave him so hot a breakfast. 

He clapt all Imnen up he had to save him. 

And like a Lovers thought he fled our fury; 

There first I saw the man I lov’d, Valerioy * 

There was acquainted, there my soul grew to him. 

And his to me, we were the twins of friendship. 

Evan. Fortune protect this man, or I shall mine him. 
VaL I made this voyage to behold my friend. 

To warm my love anew at his aflFcftion; 

But since I landed, I have hd^rd his fate: 

My Father’s had not been to me more cmel, 

I have lamented too, and yet I keep * 

The treasure of a few tears for you Lady, 

For by description you were his Evanthe. 

Evan. Can he weep that’s a stranger^ my story? 
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And I stand still and look on? Sir, I thank ye; 

If noble spirits after their departure, 

Can know, and wish, certain his soul gives thanks too 5 
There are your tears again, and when yours foil. Sir, 

Pray ye ciJLto me, I have some store to lend ye. Your name? 
Urbino, 

Evan, That I may remember, 

That little time I have to live, your friendships. 

My tongue shall study both. (Urhinoi 

Fred, Do you come hither, only to tell this ^tory, Pfin€e 
l^al. My business now is, Sir, to woo this Lady. 

Evan, Blessing defend ye; do you know the danger? 
Fal, Yes, and I fear it not, danger’s my play-fellow. 
Since I was man ’thas been my best companion, 

I know your doom, ’tis for a Moneth you give her. 

And then his life you take that marries her. 

Fred, ’Tis true, nor can your being born a Prince, 

If you accept the offer, free you from it, 

Fa/, I not desire it, I have cast the worst, 

And even that worst to me is many blessings ; 

I lov’d my friend, not measur’d out by time, 

Nor hired by circumstance of place and honour. 

But for his wealthy self and worth I lov’d him, 

His mind and noble mold he ever mov’d in. 

And wooe his friend because she was worthy of him. 

The only rclique that he left behind. Sir; 

To give his ashes honour, Lady take me, 

And in me keep Valerio^ love alive still. 

When I am gone, take those that shall succeed me, 

Heaven must want light, Ijpfore you want a Husband, 

To raise up heirs of love and noble memory. 

To your unfortunate — (affliftion ? 

Evan, Am I still hated ? hast thou no end, O fate, of my 
Was I ordain’d to be a common Murdress? 

And of the best men too? Good Sir — 

Fal, Peace Sweet, look on my hand. 

Evan, I do accept the Gentleman, I faint with joy. 

Fr, I stop it, none shall have her, convey this stranger hence. 
VaL I am no stranger — Hark to the bell, that rin^. 
Hark, hark, pr.^id Frederick^ that was King of mischief 
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Hark, thou abhorred man, dost thou hear thy sentence? 
Does not this bell ring in thine ears thy ruine? 

Fred. What bell is this? 

Cam. The Castle bell: Stand sure, Sir, and move not, if 

^ou do you, perish* 

Men. It rings your knell; Alphonso^ King Aiphomo. 

All. Aiphomo.^ fcng Aiphomo. 

Fred. I am betrai’d, lock fast the Palace. 

Cam. We have all the keys, Sir, 

And no door here shall shut without our Licence. 

Cle. Do you shake now, Lord &orano\ no new trick? 
Nor speedy poison to prevent this business? 

No bawdy meditation now to fly to? 

Fred. Treason, Treason, Treason. 

Cam. Yes, we hear ye. 

Enter Alphonso, Rugio, Marco, Castruchio, Queen^ 
with Guard. 

And we have found the Tray tor in your shape, Sir, 

We’ll keep him fast too. 

Fred. Recover’d! then I am gone. 

The Sun of all my pomp is set and vanisht. 

Alp. Have you not forgot this face of mine, King Frederick} 
Brother, I am come to see you, and have brought 
A Banquet to be merry with your Grace; 

I pray sit down, I do beseech your Majesty, 

And eat, eat freely. Sir, why do you start? 

Have you no stomach to the meat I bring you? 

Dare you not taste? have ye no Antidotes? 

You need not fear; Soranos a g<jod Apothecary, 

Me thinks you look not well, some fresh wine for him, 
Some of the same he sent me by Sorano; 

I thank you for’t, it sav’d my life, I am bound to ye, 

But how ’twill work on you — I hope your Lordshm 
Will pledge him too, me thinks you look but scurviiy, 

And would be put into a better colour, 

But I have ^ candi’d Toad for your LArdship. 

Sor. Would I had any thing that would dispatch me, 
So It were down, and I out of this fear once. 

Fred. Sir, Thus low as my duty now qjimpells me, 
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I do confess my unbounded sins, my errours, 

And feel within^my soul the smarts already; 

Hide not the noble nature of a Brother, 

The pity of a friend, from my afHidlions; 

Let me a while lament my misery, 

And cast the load off of my wantonness, 

Before I find your fury, then strike home, 

I do deserve the deepest blow of Justice, 

And then how willingly, O death, Tie meet thee! 

Alp* Rise, Madam, those sweet tears are potent speakers, 
And Brother live, but in the Monastery, 

Where I lived, with the self same silence too, 
rie teach you to be good against your will, Brother, 

Your tongue has done much harm, that must be dumb now; 
The daily pilgrimage to my Fathers Tomb, 

Tears, sighs, and groans, you shall wear out your daies with, 
And true ones too, you shall perform dear Brother; 

Your diet shall be slender to inforce these; too light a pe- 
Fred* I do confess it. (nance. Sir. 

Alpb* Sorano you shall — 

Sor* How he studies for it! 

Hanging’s the least part of my penance certain. 

[Evanthe Kneels. 

Alph. What Lady’s that that kneels? 

Cast. The chaste Evanthe. 

Alph. Sweet, your Petition? 

Evan. ’Tis for this bad man. Sir, 

Abominable bad, but yet my Brother. 

Alph. The bad man shall attend as bad a Master, 

And both shall be confin’d within the Monastery ; 

His rank flesh shall be pull’d with daily fasting, 

But once a week he shall s[m]ell meat, he will surfeit else, 
And his immodest mind, compell’d to prayer; 

On the bare boards he shall lye, to remember 
The wantonness he did coofinit in beds; 

And drink fair water, that will ne’r inflame him; 

He sav’d my life,rtfiough he purpos’d to destroy me. 

For which I’le save his, though I make it miserable: 

Madam, at Court I shall desire your company, 

You are wise^ and vertuous, when you plcw to visit 
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My Brother Frederick^ you shall have our Licence, 

My dear best friend, Valerio, 

Fal, Save Alphomo, 

Omn, Long live Alphomoy King of us, and Naples, 

Alph, Is this the Lady that the wonder goes on? 
Honour’d sweet Maid, here take her my Valerioy 
The King now gives her, she is thine own without fear : 
Brother, have you so much provision that is good? 

Not season’d by Sorano and his Cooks? 

That we may venture on with honest safety. 

We and our friends? 

Fred, All that I have is yours. Sir. 

Alph, Come then, let’s in, and end this Nuptial, 

Then to our Coronation with all speed: 

My vertuous Maid, this day I’le be your Bride-man, 

And see you bedded to your own desires too; 

Beshrew me Lords, who is not merry hates me. 

Only Sorano shall not bear my cup: 

Come, now forget old pains and injuries. 

As I must do, and drown all in fair healths; 

That Kingdom’s blessed, where the King begins 
His true love first, for there all loves are twins. 

[Exeunt Omnes, 


Prologue. 

Y Ou are Wellcome Gent lemeUy^ and would our Feast 
JVere so well season^ dy to please every Guest ^ 
Ingenuous appetitesy I hope we shally 
And their examples may prevail in all. 

Our noble friendy who writ thisy bid me sayy 
He had rather dresSy upon a Triumph dayy 
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My Lord Ma[y\ors Feast ^ and make him Sawces too^ 

Sawce for each several mouthy nay further gOy 

He had rather build up those invincible Pyes 

And Castle Custards that affright all eyeSy 

Nay eat ^em all and their Artillery y 

Than dress for such a curious company 

One single dish\ yet he has pleased ye toOy 

And you^ve confest he knew well what to do\ 

Be hungry as you were wont to bey and bringy 
Sharp stomachs to the stories he shall singy 
And he dare yety he saiesy prepare a Table 
Shall make you sayy well dresty and he well able. 


Epilogue. 

W E have your favourSy Gentlemeny and you 

Have our indeavoursy (dear Friends grudge not noWy) 
There^s none of yoUy but when you please can sell 
Many a lame Horsey and many a fair tale telhy 
Can put off many a Maid unto a friend y 
That was not so since tP aSfion at Mile-end; 

Ours is a Virgin yety and they that love 
Untainted fleshy we hope our friends will prove. 
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ASlus Primus. Scena Prima. 

Enter Leon, and Mallfort. 

MaL A ND as I told you, Sir. 

£\, Leon, I understand you, 

Clartndah still perverse. 

MaL She’s worse, obdurate, 

Flinty, relentless, mv love-passions jeer’d at. 

My Presents scorn’d. 

Leon, ’Tis strange a waiting-woman. 

In her condition apt to yield, should hold out, 

A man of your place, reverend Beard and shape, 

Besieging her. 

mal. You might add too my wealth, 

Which she contemns, five hundred Crowns per annuntj 
For which I have ventur’d hard, my Conscience knows it. 
Not thought upon, though offer’d for a Joynture; 

This Chain which my Lords Pesants worship, flouted; 

My solemn hums ana ha’s, the servants quake at. 

No Rhetorick with her; every hour she hangs out 
Some new Flag of defiance to torment me; 

Last Lent, my Lady call’d me her Poor John^ 

But now I am grown a walking Skeleton^ 

You may see through, and through me. 

Leon, Indeed you are much fain away. 

Mal, I am a kind of nothing, 

As she hath made me; Love’s a terrible Clyster, 

And if some Cordial of her favours help not, 

I shall like an Italian^ dye backward, 

And breathe my last the wrong way. 

Leon, As I live, you have my pity ; but this is cold comfort, 
And in a friend lip-physick; and now I think on’t, 

I should do more, and will, so you deny not 
Your self the means of comfort. 

Mal, I’ll be bang’d first; one dram of’t I beseech you. 

Leon, You ai:e*not jealous of any mans access to her? 

Mal, I would not receive the D^r, but as a bosome 
You shall direct me, still provided that (friend 

I understand who is the man, and what 
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His purpose, that pleads for me. 

Leon, By all means: 

First, for the undertaker, I am he; 

The means that I will pradlise, thus — 

Mai, Pray you forward. 

Leon, You know your Lady, chaste Calista loves her. 
Mai, Too well, that makes her proud. 

Leon, Nay, give me leave, 

This beauteous Lady, I may stile her so, 

(Being the paragon of France for feature) 

Is not alone contented in her self 
To seem, and be good, but desires to make 
All such as have dependance on her, like her; 

For this Clarindah liberty is restrain’d; 

And though her kinsman, the gate’s shut against me; 

Now if you please to make your self the door. 

For my conveyance to her, though you run 
The hazard of a check for’t, ’tis no matter. 

Mai, It being for mine own ends. 

Leon, I’ll give it o’r, 

If that you make the least doubt otherwise: 

Study upon’t: good morrow. 

Mai, Pray you stay. Sir; 

You are my friend; yet as the Proverb says, 

When love puts in, friendship is gone: suppose 
You should your self affed her? 

Leon, Do you think I’ll commit incest? for it is no less, 
She being my Cousin German. Fare you well, Sir. 

Mai, I had forgot that, for this once forgive* me. 

Only to case the throbbing of my heart, 

(For I do feel strange pangs) instrudl me what 
You will say for me. 

Leon, First, I’ll tell her that 
She hath so far besotted you, that you have 
Almost forgot to cast accompt. 

Mai, Mecr truth, Sir. 

Leon, That of a wise and provident* Steward, 

You arc turn’d stark Ass, 

Mol, Urge that point home, I am so. 

Leon, That you adore the ground she tr^ds upon, 
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And kiss her footsteps. 

Mah As I do when I find their print in the snow. 
Leon, A loving fool I know it, 

By your bloudless frosty lips; then having related 
How much you suffer for her, and how well 
You do deserve it — 

Alai. How ? to suffer ? 

Leon. No, Sir, to have your love return’d. 

Mai. That’s good, I thank you. 

Leon. I will deliver her an Inventory 
. Of your good parts : as this, your precious nose 
Dropping affeftion; your high forehead reaching 
Almost to the Crown of your head; your slender waste. 
And a back not like a threshers, but a bending, 

And Court-like back, and so forth, for your Body. 

But when I touch your mind, for that must take her, 
(Since your out-side promises little) I’ll enlarge it, 

(Though ne’r so narrow) as your arts to thrive. 

Your composition with the Cook and Butler 
For Cony-Skins and Chippings, and half a share 
With all the under Officers of the house, 

In strangers bounties, that she shall have all. 

And you as ’twere her Bailiff. 

Mai. As I will be. 

Leon. As you shall, so I’ll promise. Then your qualities. 
As playing on a Gyttern, or a Jews-Trump. 

Mai. A little too on the Viol. 

Leon. Fear you nothing. 

Then singing her asleep with curious Catches 
Of your own making; for as I have heard. 

You arc Poetical. • 

Mai. Something given that way; 

Yet my works seldom thrive: and the main reason 
The Poets urge for’t, is, because I am not 
As poor as they arc. 

Leon. Very likely; fetch her 
While I am in the vein. 

Mai. ’Tis an apt time, my Lady being at her Prayers. 
Leon. Let her pray on. 

Nay go, and if upon mf intercession 


77 



tHE LOVERS PROGRtSS Acr i 

She do you not some favour, I'll disclaim herj 
ni ruminate on’t the while. 

MaL A hundred Crowns is your reward. 

Leon. Without 'cm— nay no trifling. [£4?*. MaL 

That this dull clod of ignorance should know 
How to get money, yet want eyes to see 
How grosly he’s abus’d, and wrought upon! 

When he should make his will, the Rogue’s turn’d rampant. 
As he had renew’d his youth; a handsome wench. 

Love one a spittle- whore would run away from? 

Well, Master Steward, I will plead for you 
In such a method, as it shall appear 
You are fit to be a property. 

Enter Malfort, and Clarinda. 

MaL Yonder he walks 

That knows my worth and value, though you scorn it, 
Clar. If my Lady know not this — 

MaL I’ll answer it: 

If you were a Nun I hope your Cousin German 
Might talk with you through a grate, but you arc none, 
And therefore may come closer; ne’r hang off, 

As I live you shall bill; ye may salute as strangers, 

Custom allows it. Now, now, come upon her 
With all your Oratory, [tickle her to the quick,] 

As a young Advocate should, and leave no Vertuc 
Of mine unmentioned, I’ll stand centincl; 

Nay keep the door my self. 

Ciar. How have you work’d 
This piece of motley to your ends? 

Leon, Of that at leasure, Miser iss. [Kissing^ 

Clar, Lower, you are too loud, 

Though the fool be deaf, some of the bouse may hear you. 

Leon. Suppose they should, I am a Gentleman, 

And held your Kinsman, under .that I hope 
I may be free. 

Clar. I grant it, but with caution; • 

But be not seen to talk with me familiarly, 

But at fit distance, or not seen at all, 

It were the better; you know my Ladies humour, 
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She is all hcmwr, and nf goddiies®, 

(As ^ pietcftds) ahd you having no busina^^ 

How jcafems may she ©row? 

I will be rul’d* 

But you have promis’d, and I must enjoy you. 

Clar. We shall find time for that; you are too hasty 
Make your self fit and I shall make occasion, 

Deliberation makes best in that business, 

And contents every way. 

Leon, But you must feed 
This foolish Steward with some shadow of 
A future favour, that we may preserve him 
To be our instrument. 

Clar, Hang him. 

Leon, For my sake, Sweet, 

I undertook to speak for him, any Bauble, 

Or slight employment m the way of service, 

Will feed him fat. 


Enter Malfort. 

Ckr, Leave him to me. 

Mai, She comes, my Lady. 

Clar, I will satisfie her. 

Mai, How far have you prevail’d? 

Leon, Observe. 

Clar, Monsieur Malfort^ 

I must be brief, my cousin hath spoke much 
In your behalf, and to give you some proof, 

I entertain you as my servant, 

You shall have the grace. 

Leon, Upon your kne® receive it, 

Ckr, And take it as a special favour from me, 

To tye my shooe. 

Malf, I am o're-joy’d. 

Leon, Good reason. ^ 

Ckr, You may come higher in time. 

Leon, No more,, the Lady. 

Enter Calista. 

Malf, She frowns. 
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Clar, I thank you for this visit cousin, 

But without leave hereafter from my Lady, 

I dare not change discourse with you. 

Malf. Pray you take your mornings draught. 

Leon, I thank you : \Exiunt Leon, M^. 

Happiness attend your honour. 

Calist, Who gave warrant to this private parle? 

Clar, My innocence; I hope 
My conference with a kinsman cannot call 
Your anger on me. 

Caltst, Kinsman? Let me have ^ 

No more of this, as you desire you may continue mine. 

Clar, Why madam (under pardon) 

Suppose him otherwise: yet coming in , 

A lawfull way, it is excusable. 

Calist, How’s this ? 

Clar, I grant you are made of pureness. 

And that your tenderness of honour holds 

The soveraigntie o’ re your passions. Yet you have 

A noble Husband, with allow’d embraces. 

To quench lascivious fires, should such flame in you, 

As I must ne’re believe. Were I the wife 
Of one that could but zanie brave C hander^ 

Even in his least perfections, (excuse 
My o’re-bold inference) 1 should desire 
To meet no other objeCt. 

Cal, You grow saucie. Do I look further? 

Clar, No, dear Madam: and 
It is my wonder or astonishment rather, 

You could deny the service of L'tsander'y 
A man without a rival: one the^King 
And Kingdom gazes on with admiration, 

For all the excellencies a Mother could 
Wish in her only Son, 

Cal, Did not mine honour 
And obligation to Cleander^ forfcc me 
To be deaf to his complaints? 

Clar, ’Tis true; but yet 
Your rigor to command him from your presence, 

Argu’d but small compassion; the Groves 

So 
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Witness hk grievous sufferings, your fair name 
Upon the rinde of every gentle Poplar, 

And amorous Myrtle, (trees to f^enus sacred) 

With adoration carv’d, and knec[r]d unto. 

This you (unseen of him) both saw and heard 
Wilbout compassion, and what receiv’d he 
#br his true sorrows? but the heavy knowledge, 

That ’twas your peremptory will and pleasure, 

(Hbw e’rc my Lord liv’d in him) he should quit 
.Your sight and house for ever. 

C4/. I confess I gave him a strong potion to work 
Upon his hot bloud, and I hope ’twill cure him: 

Yet I could wish the cause had concern’d others, 

I might have met his sorrows with more pity; 

At least have lent some counsel to his miseries. 

Though now for honours sake, I must forget him. 

And never know the name more of Lhander\ 

Yet in my justice I am bound to grant him, 

(Laying his love aside) most truely noble. 

But mention him no more, this instant hour 
My Brother Lidtan^ new return’d from travel, 

And his brave friend Clarangey long since rivals 

For fair and rich Olindoy are to hear 

Her absolute determination, whom 

She pleases to ele<S : see all things ready 

To entertain ’em: and on my displeasure 

No more words of Lhander, (her own : 

Clar, She endures to hear him nam’d by no tongue but 
How e’re she carries it, I know she loves him. fJPjr/V. 

CaL Hard nature: hard condition of poor women! 

That where we are most su’d to, we must flye most, 

Th# trtes^grow up, and mix together freely. 

The Oak^s not envious of the sailing Cedar, 

The lustie Vine not jealous of the Ivie 
Because she clips the Elm; tlje flowers shoot up, 

And wantonly kiss one another hourly. 

This blossome gloryiijg in the others beauty. 

And yet they smell as sweet, and look as lovely: 

B« we arc ty’d to grow alone. O honour. 

Thou hard Law to our lives, chain to our freedoms 
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He that invented thee had many curses; 

How is my soul divided! O Oleander^ 

My best deserving husband! O Lisander^ 

The truest lover that e’re sacrific’d 
To Cupid against Hymen ! O mine honour; 

A Tyrant, yet to be obey’d! and ’tis 

But justice we should thy strift Laws endure, 

Since our obedience to thee keeps us pure. 

Enter Cle[a]nder, Lidian, and Clarangc. 

Clean, How insupportable the difference 
Of dear friends is, the sorrow that I feel 
For my Lisanden absence, one that stamps 
A reverend print on friendship, does assure me. 
You are rivals for a Lady, a fair Lady, 

And in the acquisition of her favours, 

Hazard the cutting of that Gordian Imot 
From your first childhood to this present hour. 

By all the tyes of love and amity fasten’d. 

I am blest in a wife (Heaven make me thankfull) 
Inferiour to none (sans pride I speak it) 

Yet if I were a free-man, and could purchase 
At any rate the certainty to enjoy 
Luanders conversation while I liv’d, 

Forgive me my Calista^ and the Sex, 

I never would seek change. 

Lid, My Lord and Brother, 

I dare not blame your choice, Lhanden worth 
Being a Mistris to be ever courted; 

Nor shall our equal suit to fair Olinda 
Weaken, but adde strength to our true afiefiion, 
With zeal so long continued. 

Claran, When we know 
Whom she prefers, as she can choose but one, 

By our so lone tri’d friendship we have vow’d 
The other shall desist. 

Clea, *Tis yet your purpose, 

But how this resolution will hold 
In him that is refus’d, is not alone 
Doubtfull, but dangerous. 
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Enter Malfort. 

The rich heir is come Sir. 

Cleand. Madam Olindai 

Malf* Yes Sir, and makes choice, 

After some little conference with my Lady, 

Of this room to give answer to her suitors. 

Cle^ Already both look pale, between your hopes 
To win the prize, and your despair to lose 
What you contended for. 

Lid^ No Sir, I am arm’d. 

Clar^ I confident of my interest. 

Cle, rie believe ye when you have endur’d the test. 

Enter Calista, Olinda, and Clarinda. 

Malf. Is not your garter 
Unty’dr you promis’d that I should grow higher 
In Qoing you service. 

Clar. Fall off or you lose me. [^Exit Malfort. 

CU, Nay take your place, no Paris now sits judge 
On the contending goddesses. You are 
The Deitie that must make curst or happy 
One of your languish [i]ng servants. 

OL I thus look with equal eyes on both; either deserves 
A fairer fortune than they can m reason 
Hope for from me; from Lidian I expedf, 

When I have made him mine, all pleasures that 
The sweetness of his manners, youth, and vertues 
Can give assurance of: but turning this way 
To brave Clarange^ in his face appears 
A kind of Majesty which should command. 

Not sue for favour. If the Tairest Lady 
Of France^ set forth with natures best endowments 
Nay should I adde a Princess of the bloud. 

Did now lay claim to either for a husband. 

So vehement my affection is t« both. 

My envie at her happiness would kill me. 

CU. The strangest love I ever heard. 

Cat You can enjoy but one. 

CArn The more I say the merrier. 

OU. Witness these tears I love both, as I know 

F2 
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You burn with equal flames, and so affeA me; 

Abundance makes me poor; such is the hard 
Condition of my fortune; be your own judges; 

If I should favour both, ’twill taint my honour, 

And that before my life I must prefer; 

If one I lean to, the other is disvalued; ^ 

You are fierie both, and love will make you warmer. * 
Clar, The warmer still the fitter. You are a fool Lady. 
O/i. To what may love, and the Devil jealousie spur you 
Is too apparent: my name’s call’d in question: 

Your swords flie out, your angers range at large: 

Then what a murther of my modesty follows? 

Clar, Take heed of that by any means: O innocent. 
That will deny a blessing when ’tis offer’d. 

Would I were murther’d so, I would thank my modesty, 
Cle, What pause you on? 

Oil. It is at length resolv’d. 

Clar. We are on the Rack, uncertain expe£lation 
The greatest torture. 

Lidi. Command what you please, 

And you shall see how willingly we will execute. 

0//. Then hear what for your satisfaction. 

And to preserve your friendship I resolve 
Against my self, and ’tis not to be alter’d : 

You are both brave gentlemen, Tie still profess it, 

Both noble servants, for whose gentle ofiers, 

The undeserving, and the poor Olinda 

Is ever bound; you love both, fair, and vcrtuously; 

Would I could be so happy to content both : * 

Which since I cannot, take this resolute answer; 

Go from me both contentedly, •and he 
That last makes his return, and comes to visit. 

Comes to my bed. You know my will: farewel; 

My heart’s too big to utter more : come friend. 

Cal. I’le wait on you tot your Coach. 

[Exeunt Olinda, Calista, Clarinda. 
Cle, You both look blank, I cannot blame you. 

Lid. We have our dispatches. 

Clara. Tie home. 

Lid. And I’le abroad again, Farewel. 
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Clara, Farewel id ye. 

[Exeunt Clarange, and Lidian. 
Cle, Their blunted departure troubles me: I fear 
A suddain and a dangerous division 
Of their long love will follow: have you took 
Your leave of fair Olinda ? 

Enter Calista, with a purse, 

C[aQ. She is gone Sir. 

Cle, Had you brought news Lisander were return’d too, 
I were most happy. 

Cal, Still upon Lisander} 

Cle, I know he loves me, as he loves his health: 

And Heaven knows I love him. 

Cal, I find it so: 

For me you have forgot, and what I am to you. 

Cle, O think not so. If you had lost a Sister 
You lock’d all your delights in, it would grieve you: 

A little you would wander from the fondness 
You ow’d your husband: I have lost a friend, 

A noble friend, all that was excellent 

In man, or man-kind, was contain’d within him. 

That loss my wife — 

Enter Malfort. 

Malf, Madam, your noble Father — 

A fee for my good news. 

Cal, Why? what of him Sir? 

Mai, Is lighted at the door, and longs to see you. 
Calist, Attend him hither. 

Clean, O my dear Lishnder. 

But rie be merry: let’s meet him my Calista, 

Cal, I hope Lisanders love will now be buried: 

My Father will bring joy enough for one moneth. 

To put him out of memorie# 

Enter D/srilaus, his arm in a scarff. 

Dor, How do you Son? 

Bless my fair child, I am come to visit yec. 

To see what house you keep, they say you are bountifull, 
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I like the noise well, and I come to trie it* 

Ne’re a great belly yet? how have you trifl’d! 

If I had done so (Son) I should have heard on’t 
On both sides by Saint Denis, 

Clean, You are nobly welcom Sir: 

We have time enough for that. 

Dorilaus, See how she blushes! 

’Tis a good sign you’l mend your fault, how dost thou, 

My good Calista} 

Cal, Well, now I see you Sir; 

I hope you bring a fruitfulness along with ye. 

Dor, Good luck, I never miss, I was ever good at it: 
Your mother groan’d for’t wench, so did some other, 

But I durst never tell. 

Cal, How does your arm Sir? 

Cle, Have you been let bloud of late? 

Dor, Against my will Sir. 

Cal, A fall dear Father? 

Dor, No, a Gun, dear Daughter; 

Two or three Guns; I have one here in my buttock, 
’Twould trouble a Surgeons teeth to pull it out. 

Cal, O me! O me! 

Dor, Nay, if you hill to fainting, 

’Tis time for me to trudge: art such a coward. 

At the meer name of hurt to change thy colour? 

I have been shot that men might see clean through me,,, 
And yet I fainted not: besides my self. 

Here are an hospital of hurt men for ye. 

Enter ServantSy wounded in several places. 

Clean, What should this wonder be? 

Cal, I am amaz’d at it. (soundly, 

Doril, What think ye of these? they are evey one hurt 
Hurt to the proof, they are through, and through I assure ye 5 
And that’s good game, they soorn your puling scratches* 
Cal, Who did this Sir? 

Dor, Leave crying, and I’le tell you, 

And get your plaisters, and your warm stupes ready: 

Have you ne’rc a Shepheard that can tarr us over? 

’Twill prove a business else, wc arc so many. 
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Coming to see you, I was set upon, 

I and my men, as we were singing frolickly. 

Not dream&ig of an ambush of base Rogues, 

Set on i’th* forest, I have forgot the name — 

Cle, ’Twixt this, and Fountaine-^Bleau^ 

In the wild Forest? 

Dor. The same, the same, in that accursed Forest, 

Set on by villains, that make boot of all men. 

The Peers of France are pillage there, they shot at us, 

Hurt us, un-hors’d us, came to the sword, there pli’d us, 
Opprest us with fresh multitudes, fresh shot still. 

Rogues that would hang themselves for a fresh doublet. 

And for a Scarlet Cassock kill their Fathers. 

Cle. Lighted you among these? 

Dor. Among these murtherers, 

Our poor blouds were ingag’d: yet we strook bravely. 

And more than once or twice we made them shun us. 

And shrink their rugged heads: but we were hurt all. 

Cle. How came you off? for I even long to hear that. 
Dor. After our prayers made to Heaven to help us, 

Or to be mercifull unto our souls; 

So near we were. Alas poor wench, wipe, wipe. 

Sec Heaven sends remedy. 

Cal. I am glad ’tis come Sir, 

My heart was even a bleeding in my body. 

Dor. A curl’d hair Gentleman stept in, a stranger, 

As he rod by, belike he heard our bickering. 

Saw our distresses, drew his sword, and prov’d 
He came to execute, and not to argue. 

Lord what a lightning methought flew about him. 

When he once toss’d his bfade I in face Adonis^ 

While peace inhabited between his eye-brows: 

But when his noble anger stirr’d his metal. 

And blew his fierie parts into a flame, 

Like PallaSy when she sits between two armies. 

Viewing with horrid brows their sad events. 

Such then he look’d^, and as her shield had arm’d him. 

Cah This man Sir were a friend to give an age for. 
This Gentleman I must love naturally: 

Nothing can keep me oflF^ I pray you go on Sir. 
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Dor, I will, for now you please me: this brave youth, 
This bud of Mars^ for yet he is no riper, 

When once he had drawn bloud, and flesh’d his sword, 
Fitted his manly metal to his spirit. 

How he bestirr’d him! what a lane he made! 

And through their fierie Bullets thrust securely: 

The hardned villains wondring at his confidence, 

Lame as I was I follow’d, and admir’d too. 

And stirr’d, and laid about me with new spirit, 

My men too with new hearts thrust into adlion. 

And down the Rogues went. 

Cle, I am struck with wonder. 

Dor, Remember but the storie of strong HeSfory 
When like to lightning he broke through his vanguard. 

How the Greeki frighted ran away by Troops, 

And trod down Troops to save their lives: so this man 
Dispers’d these slaves: had they been more and mightier, 

He had come off the greater, and more wonder. 

Cle, Where is the man, good Sir, that we may honour him ? 
Cal, That we may fail in superstition to him. 

Dor, I know not that, from me he late departed. 

But not without that pious care to see safe 

Me, and my weak men lodg’d, and dress’d; I urg’d him 

First hither, that I might more freely thank him: 

He told me he had business, crav’d my pardon. 

Business of much import. 

Cle, Know you his name? 

Dor, That he deny’d me too: a vow had bar’d him. 
Cal, In that he was not noble to be nameless. 

Dor, Daughter you must remember him when I am dead, 
And in a noble sort requite his ^lety, 

*Twas his desire to dedicate this service 
To your fair thoughts. 

Cal, He knows me then? 

Dor, I nam’d you, t 

And nam’d you mine: 1 think that’s all his knowledge. 

Cle, No name, no being? • 

Cal, Now I am mad to know him: 

Saving mine honour, any thing I had now 
But to enjoy his sight, but his bare picture; 
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Make me his Saint^ I must needs honour him. 

Serv. I know his name. 

CaL There’s thy reward for’t; speak it. 

Ser. His man told me, but he desir’d my silence. 

CaL O yasper speak, ’tis thy good Masters cause too: 
We all are bound in gratitude to compel thee. 

Ser, Lisander} Yes, I am sure it was Lisander, 

CaL Lisander i ’twas Lisander, 

Cle, ’Tis Lisander, O my base thoughts! my wicked! 
To make question this aft could be another mans: 

’Tis Lisander^ a handsome timber’d man? 

Ser, Yes. (mourn’d? 

Cle, My LisanderX Was this friends absence to be 
CaL I grant it: 

I’lc mourn his going now, and mourn it seriously: 

When you weep for him, Sir, I’le bear you company. 

That so much honour, so much honesty 
Should be in one man, to do things thus bravely. 

Make me his Saint, to me give this brave service: 

What may I do to recompence his goodness? 

I cannot tell, 

Cle, Come Sir, I know you are sickly, so are your men. 
Dor, I must confess I am weak, 

And fitter for a bed than long discourses. 

Cle, You shall hear to morrow, to morrow provide Sur- 
Dor, Lisander — (gcons. 

CaL What new fire is this? Lisander — [Exeunt, 

ABus Secundus. Scena Prima. 

Enter Lisander, and Lancelot. 

Lis. T3Rethee good Lancelot remember that 

X Thy Master’s life is in thy trust, and therefore 
Be very careful!. • 

Lane, I will lose mine own, rather than hazard yours. 
Lisa. Take what disguise 
You in your own discretion shall think fittest. 

To keep your self unknown. 

Lane, I warrant yej 
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Tis not the first time I have gone invisibles 
I am as fine a Fairie in a business 
Concerning night-work — 

Lisa. Leave your vanities: 

With this purse (which deliver’d, 

You may spare your Oratory) convey this Letter to 
Calista^s woman. 

Lane. ’Tis a handsom girle, Mistris Clarinda. 

Lisa. I have made her mine. You know your work. 
Lan. And if I sweat not in it, 

At m^ return discard me. [Exit, 

Lisa. O Calisia ! the fairest ! cruellest ! 

Enter Clarange. 

Clar. So early stirring? a good day to you. 

Lisa. I was viewing Sir, 

The site of your house, and the handsomness about it: 
Believe me it stands healthfully and sweetly. 

Clar, The house and Master of it really 
Arc ever at your service. 

Lisa. I return it: 

Now if you please go forward in your storie 
Of your dear friend and Mistris. 

C/ar, I will tell it. 

And tell it short, because ’tis breakfast time, 

(And love is a tedious thing to a quick stomach) 

You cat not yestcr-night. 

Lisa, I shall endure Sir. 

Clara, My self (and as I then deliver’d to you) 

A Gentleman of noble hope, one Lidiany 
Both brought up from our infancy together, 

One company, one friendship, and one exercise 
Ever affeding, one bed holding us, 

One grief, and one joy parted still between us, 

More than companions, twins ui all our actions, 

We grew up till we were men, held one heart still: 

Time call’d us on to Arms, we were one Souldier, 

Alike we sought our dangers and our honours, 

Gloried alike one in anothers nobleness: 

When Arms had made us fit, we were one lover, 
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Wc lov’d one woman, lov’d without division, 

And woo’d a long time with one fair afieftion; 

And she, as it appears, loves us alike too. 

At length considering what our love must grow to. 

And covet in the end, this one was parted, 

Rivals and honours make men stand at distance. 

We then woo’d with advantage, but were friends still, 
Saluted fairly, kept the peace of love, 

Wc could not both enjoy the Ladies favour, 

Without some scandal to her reputation, 

We put it to her choice, this was her sentence. 

To part both from her, and the last returning 
Should be her Lord; we obey’d, and now you know it; 
And for my part, (so truely I am touch’d with’t) 

I will go far enough, and be the last too. 

Or ne’re return. 

Lua. A sentence of much cruelty; 

But mild, compar’d with what’s pronounc’d on me. 

Our loving youth is born to many miseries. 

What is that Lidian pray ye? (Lady. 

Clar, Calistd^s Brother, if ever you have heard of that fair 
Lisa, I have seen her Sir. 

Clar, Then you have seen a wonder. 

Lisa, I do confess: of what years is this Lidian} 

Clar, About my years: there is not much between us. 
Lisa, I long to know him. 

Clar, ’Tis a vertuous longing, 

As many hopes hang on his noble head, 

As blossoms on a bough in Mayy and sweet ones. 

Lisa, Ye are a fair storie of your friend. 

Clar, Of truth Sir: ribw, what’s the matter? 

Enter a Servant, 

Serv, There is a Gentleman 
At door, would speak with you on private business. 

Clar, With me? 

Serv, He safes so, and brings haste about him. 

Clar, Wait on him in. ^Exit Servant, 

Lisa, I will retire the while, to the next room. 

Clar, Wc shall not long disturb you. 
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Enter Alcidon. 

Aku Save ye, Sir. 

Clara. The like to you, fair Sir: pray you come near, 
Aki Pray you instruft me for I know you not. 

With Monsieur Clarange I would speak. 

Clar. I am he, Sir: 

Ye tiirc nobly welcome; I wait your business. 

Aki This will inform you. 

Clar. Will you please to sit down? [Reads.. 

He shall command me Sir, Tie wait upon him 
Within this hour. 

Aki Y’are a noble Gentleman, 

Wil’t please you bring a friend? we are two of us. 

And pity cither. Sir, should be unfurnish’d. 

Clar. I have none now, and the time is set so short, 
’Twill not be possible. 

Aki Do me the honour: 

I know you are so full of brave acquaintance, 

And worthy friends, you cannot want a partner: 

I would be loth to stand still, Sir; besides, 

You know the custom, and the vantage of it, 

If you come in alone. 

Ciar, And I must meet it. 

Aid. Send, we’l defer an hour, let us be equal: 

Games won and lost on equal terms shew fairest. 

Clar. ’Tis to no purpose to send any whither, 

Unless men be at home by Revelation: 

So please you breath a while; when 1 have done with him, 
You may be exercis’d too: I’lc trouble no man. 

Enter Lisamder. 

Lisa. They are very loud. Now what’s the news? 
Clar. I must leave you. 

Leave you a while, two hours hence I’le return friend. 

Lisa. Whjr, what’s the master? 

Clar. A little business. 

Lisa. And’t be but a little, you may take me with ye. 
Ckr. ’Twill be a trouble to you. 

Usa. No indeed, to do you service, I account a pleasure. 
Clar. 1 must alone. 
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Lisa* Why ? 

Clar, *Tis necessity — 

Before you pass the wsuks, and back again, 

I will be with ye. 

Lisa, If it be not unmannerly 
To press you, I would go. 

Clar, rie tell you true, Sir, 

This Gentleman and I upon appointment, 

Are going' to visit a Lady. 

Lisa, I am no Capuchin^ why should not I go? 

Aki, Take the Gentleman, 

Come he may see the Gentlewoman too. 

And be most welcom, I do beseech you take him. 

Lis, By any means, I love to see a Gentlewoman, 

A prettie wench too. 

Clar, Well, Sir, we’ll meet you, 

And at the place: My service to the Lady. 

Aki, I kiss your hand. [Exit, 

Clar, Prethee read o’re her Letter, 

Lisander reads. 

Monsieur, 

I Know you have considered the dark sentence Olinda gave uSy 
and that (however she disguised it) it pointed more at our 
swords edges than our bodies banishments \ the last must injoy her: 
if we retire^ our youths are lost in wandring in emulation we 
shall grow old men^ and feeble^ which is the scorn of love^ and 
rust of honoury and so return more fit to wed our SepukherSy than 
the Saint we aim at\ let us therefore make our journey shorty and 
our hearts readyy and with our swords in our hands put it to for- 
tuney which shall be worthy Mo receive that blessingy Pie stay you 
on the mountainy our old hunting placey this Gentleman alone runs 
the hazard with mey and so I kiss your hand. 

Your Servant Lidian, 

• 

Is this your wench? you’l find her a sharp Mistris. 

What have I thrust my self into? is this that Lidian 
You told me oft 
Cksr, The same. 

Lisa* My Ladies Brother? 
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No cause to heave my sword against but his? 

To save the Father yesterday, and this morning, 

To help to kill the Son? this is most courteous! 

The only way to make the Daughter doat on me. 

Clar. Why do you muse? would ye go off? 

LUa. No, no, I must on now; this wiU be kindly taken; 
N® life to sacrifice, but part of hers? 

Do you fight straight? 

Clara. Yes, presently. 

Lnan, To morrow then. 

The balcfull tidings of this day will break out. 

And this nights Sun will set in bloud; I am troubl’d: 

If I am kill’d, I am happy. 

Clar. Will you go friend? 

Lti. I am ready Sir, fortune thou hast made me monstrous. 

\Exmnt. 

Enter Malfort, and Clarinda. 

Malf. Your cousin, and my true friend, lusty Leon^ 
Shall know how you use me. 

Clar. Be more temperate, 

Or I will never use, nor know you more 
I’th* way of a servant: all the house takes notice 
Of your ridiculous fopperic; I have no sooner 
Perform’d my duties in my Ladies chamber. 

And she scarce down the stairs, but you appear 
Like my evil spirit to me. (der 

Malf. Can the fish live out of the water, or the Salaman- 
Out of the fire? or I live warm, but in 
The frying-pan of your favour? 

Cla. Pray you forget • 

Your curious comparisons, borrowed from 
The pond, and kitchin, and remember what 
My Ladies pleasure is for th’ entertainment 
Of her noble Father. , 

Ma. I would learn the art of memory in your table book. 
Cla. Very good sir, no more but up and ndc, I apprehend 
Your meaning, soft fire makes sweet mault Sir: 
ric answer you m a Proverb. 

MaL But one kiss from thy bony lip. 
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Ck. You fight too high, my hand is , 

A fair ascent from my foot, his slavering kisses 
Spoil me more gloves, — enough for once^ you'l surfeit 
With too much grace. 

MaL Have you no imployment for mef 

Cya]* Yes, yes, go send for Leorty and convey him 
Into the private Arbour, from his mouth m 

I hear your praises with more faith. 

Ma. I am gone ; yet one thing e’re I go, there’s at the door 
The rarest Fortune-teller, he hath told me 
The strangest things; he knows ye are my Mistris, 

And under seal deliver’d how many Children 
I shall beget on you, pray you give him hearing, 

He’l make it good to you. 

Ck* A cunning man 

Of your own making, howsoe’r Fie hear him 
At your intreaty. 

Mai. Now I perceive ye love me. 

At my entreaty, come in friend — remember 
To speak as I direfted, he knows his lesson. 

And the right way to please her; this it is 

To have a head-piece. [Exit. 

Enter Lancelot, like a Fortune-tellery with a Purse^ 
and two Letters in it. 

Cla. ’Tis said you can tell fortunes to come. 

Lan. Yes Mistris and what’s past; 

Unglove your hand, by this straight line I see 
You have lain crookea, 

Cla. How? lain crooked? 

Lan. Yes; and in that* posture plaid at the old game, 
(No body hears me, and I’le be no blab) 

And at it lost your maiden-head. 

Ck. A shrewd fellow; 

’Tis truth, but not to be confess’d; in this 
Yjpur palmistry deceives you,*something else Sir. 

Lan. Ye are a great woman with your Lady, and 
Acquainted with her counsels. 

Ck. Still more strange. 

Lan* There is a noble Knight Lisander loves her, 
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Whom she regards not, and the destinies 
With whom lam familiar, have deliver’d 
That by your means alone, he must enjoy her. 

Your hand again, yes, yes; you have already 
Promis’d him your assistance, and what’s more, 

Tasted his bounty, for which, from the skye 
There are 200. crowns dropp’d in a Purse, 

Look back, you’l find it true; nay, open it, 

’Tis good Gold I assure you. (to my Lady? 

Cla. How, two Letters? the first indors’d to me? this 
Subscrib’d Lisander} 

Lan, And the fortune-teller, his servant Lancelot. 

Cla. How had I lost my eyes. 

That I could not know thee? not a word of the loss 
Of my virginity. 

Lan. Nor who I am. 

Cla, rie use all speedy means for your dispatch 
With a welcom answer, but till you receive it, 

Continue thus disguis’d, Monsieur Malfort 
(You know the way to humour him) shall provide 
A lodging for you, and good entertainment; 

Nay, since we trade both one way, thou shalt have 
Some feeling with me, take that. (ment, 

Lan, Bountifull wench may’st thou ne’re want imploy- 
Cla. Nor such pay boy. [Exeunt. 

Enter Lidian, Alcidon, {at one door) Lisander, 
Clarange, {at another,) 

Lid, You’re welcom. 

Aid, Let us do our office first. 

And then make choice of a ne^ piece of ground 
To try our fortunes. 

Lha, All’s fair here. 

Aid, And here, their swords are equal. 

Lisa, If there be any odds in mine, we will ea^phange. 
Aid, Wc’l talk of that * ^ 

When we arc farther off, farcwel. 

Lisa, Farcwel friend. [£;r. llisander, and Alcidoif. 

Lidi, Come let us not be idle, 

Ck, I will find you imployment, fear not. 
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Lid, You know Sir, the ^cause that bfiiigs [u]s hither. 
Ck, There needs no more discoursing, 

No time, nor place for repetition now. 

Lid, Let our swords argue, and I wish Clarange^ 

The proud Olinda saw us. 

Ch* Would she did; 

What ever estimation she holds of me, 

She should behold me like a man fight for her. 

Lid, *Tis nobly said; set on love; and my fortune — 
Cla. The same for me, come home brave Lidian^ 
*Twas manly thrust, this token to the Lady, 

Ye have it Sir, deliver it, take breath, 

I see ye bleed apace, ye shall have fair play. 

Enter Lisander. 

Lis, You must lye there a while, I cannot help you. 
Lid, Nay, then my fortune’s gone, I know I must dye: 
Yfet dearly will I sell my love, come on both. 

And use your fortunes, I expedl no favour; 

Weak as I am, my confidence shall meet ye. 

Cla, Yield up your cause and live. 

Lid, What dost thou hold me? 

A recreant, that prefers life before credit? 

Though I bleed hard, my honour finds no Issue, 

That’s constant to my heart. 

Cla, Have at your life then. 

Lis, Hold, or Tie turn, and bend my sword against ye; 
My cause Clarange too, view this brave Gentleman, 

That yet may live to kill you, he stands nobly, 

And has as great a promise of the day 
As you can tye unto your Self, he’s ready, 

His sword as sharp, view him with that remembrance, 

That you deliver’d him to me Clarange \ 

And with those eyes, that clearness will become ye: 

View hiiia, as you reported h^; survey him, 

on your friendship Sir, I know you are noble. 

And step but inward, to your old aftedlion; 

Fkamine but that soul grew to your bosom, 

And trv then Jf your sword will bite, it cannot, 

The edge will turn again, asham’d, and blunted; 

V. Q 
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LidiaUj you are the pattern of fair friendship, 

Exampled for your love, and imitated, 

The Temple of true hearts, stored with affeftions, 

For sweetness of your spirit made a Saint, 

Can you decline this nobleness to anger? 

To mortal anger? ’gainst the man ye love most? 

Have ye the name of vertuous, not the nature? 

Lid. I will sit down. 

Clar, And Tic sit by you, Lidian. (things? 

Lis. And rie go on, can Heaven be pleas’d with these 
To see two hearts that have been twin’d together. 

Married in friendship to the world, to wonder, 

Of one growth, of one nourishment, one health, 

Thus mortally divorc’d for one weak woman? 

Can love be pleas’d? love is a gentle spirit, 

The wind that blows the April flowers, not softer; 

She is drawn with doves to shew her peacefulness, 

Lions and bloody Pards are MarCs servants; 

Would ye serve love? do it with humbleness, 

Without a noise, with still prayers, and soft murmurs; 

Upon her Altars offer your obedience, 

And not your brawls; she’s won with tears, not terrors: 

That fire ye kindle to her deity 

Is only gratefull when it’s blown with sighs, 

And holy Incense flung with white hand-innocenCe ; 

Ye wound her now; ye are too superstitious, 

No sacrifice of bloud, or death she longs for. 

Lid. Came he from Heaven? 

Clar. He tells us truth good Lidian. ^ 

Lisa. That part of noble love which is most sweet, 
And gives eternal being to fair beauty, 

Honour, you hack i’ pieces with your swords, 

And that ye fight to crown, ye kill, fair credit. 

Clar. Thus we embrace, no more fight, but all friendship, 
And where love pleases to best;pw his benefits, 

Let us not argue. 

Lid. Nay, brave Sir, come in too;. 

You may love also, and may hope, if ye do, 

And not rewarded for’t, there is no justice; 

Farewel friend, here let’s part upon our piIgrimage^ 
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It must be so^ Cupid draws on our sorrows. 

And where the lot lights — 

Ckr. 1 shall count it happiness, 

Farcwcl, dear friend. 

Lis. First, let’s relieve the Gentleman 
That lyes hurt in your cause, and bring him off. 

And t^e some care for your hurts, then I will part too, . 
A third unfortunate, and willing wanderer. \ExeunU 

Enter Olinda, and Calista. 

OIL My fears foresaw ’twould come to this. 

CaL I would your sentence had been milder. 

Olin. ’Tis past help now. 

Cal. I share in your despair, and yet my hopes 
Have not quite left me, since all possible means 
Are praftised to prevent the mischief following 
Their mortal meeting, my Lord is coasted one way, 

My Father, though his hurts forbad his travel. 

Hath took another, my Brother in Law Beronte 
A third, and every minute we must look for 
The certain knowledge, which we must endure 
With that calm patience heav’n shall please to lend us. 

Enter Dorilaus, and Clcander, severally. 

Dor. Dead both ? 

Clea. Such is the rumour, and ’tis general. 

Olin. I hear my passing bell. 

Cal. I am in a fevour. 

Cle, They say their seconds too; but what they are, 

Is not known yet, some worthy fellows certain. 

Dor. Where had you knowledge? 

Clea. Of the Country people, ’tis spoken every where. 
Dor. I heard it so too; 

And ’tis so common, I do half believe it, 

You have lost a Brother, weqjch, he lov’d you well, 

And mi^ht have liv’d to have done his country service, 

But he 18 gone, thou.fcirst untimely, Lidian^ 

But by a valiant hand, that’s some small comfort, 

And took him with thee too, thou lov’st brave company, 
VTJ^ing will do no good, you lost a servant, 

G2 
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He might hs^|rc liv’d to have been jrour Master, Lad^^ 

But you fear’d that. 

Olin, Good Sir, be tender to me, 

The news is bad enough, you need not press it, 

I lov’d him well, I lov’d ’em both. 

Dor, It seems so. 

How many more have you to love so Lady? 

They were both fools to fight for such a Fiddle; 

Certain there was a dearth of noble anger, 

When a slight woman was thought worth a quarrel. 

Oltn. Pray you think nobler. 

Dor, rie tell thee what I think, the plague, war, famine, 
Nay put in dice and drunkenness (and those 
You’l grant are pretty helps) kill not so many 
(I mean so many noble) as your loves do, 

Rather your lewdness, I crave your mercy, women. 

Be not offended if I anger ye. 

I am sure ye have touch’d me deep, I came to be merry, 
And with my children, but to see one ruin’d 
Bv this fell accident — are they all dead? 

If they be, speak? 

clean. What news ? 

Enter Beronte, Alcidon, Clarinda, following 
with a Letter, 

Ber, What, dead? ye pose me; 

I understand you not. 

Clea, My Brother Lidian^ Clarange^ and their seconds. 
Ber, Here is one of ’em, and sure this Gentlejpaan’s alive. 
Jlci, I hope so, so is your Son, Sir, so is brave Clarange: 
They fought indeed, and they were hurt sufficiently; 

We were all hurt, that bred the general rumour, 

But friends again all, and like friends we parted. 

Clea, Heard ye of Lisanderl 

Ber, Yes, and miss’d him^ narrowly: 

He was one of the combatant^ fought with this G^tleman, 
Second against your Brother, by his wisdom 
(For certainly good fortune follovirs him) 

All was made peace, I’le tell you the test at dinner, 

For we are hungry. 
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Aid. I before I cat 

' Must pay a vow I am sworn to; my life, Madam, 

Was at Ltsander*$ mercy, I live by it; 

And for the noble favour, he desir’d me 
To kiss your fair hand for him, offering 
This second service as a Sacrifice 
At the Altar of your vertues. 

Dor. Come joy on all sides; 

Heaven will not suffer honest men to perish. 

Clea. Be proud of such a friend. 

Dor. Forgive me. Madam, 

It was a grief might have concern’d you near too. 

Clea. No work of excellence but still Lisandery 
Go thy waies. Worthy. 

Olin. We’l be merry too. 

Were I to speak again, I would be wiser. 

Manent Cal. Clarin. 

Cal. Too much of this rare cordial makes me sick. 
However I obey you. 

Clarin. Now or never is an apt time to move her, Madam. 

Cal. Who’s that? 

Clarin. Your servant, I would speak with your Ladyship. 

C[a/]. Why dost thou look about? 

Clarin. I have private business 
That none must hear but your Lisander — 

Cdl. Where ? 

Clar. Nay, is not here, but would entreat this favour. 
Some of your Balsam from your own hand given. 

For he is much hurt, and that he thinks would cure him. 

Cal. He shall have ali, my Prayers too, 

Clar. But conceive me. 

It must be from your self immediately, 

Pity so brave a Gentleman should perish. 

He is superstitious, and he holds your hand 
Of infinite power; I would *not urge this. Madam, 

But only in a mans extreams to help him. (happy in’t. 

Cal. Let him come (good wench) ’tis that I wish, I am 

husband his true friend, my noble father, 
l3e fair Olinda^ all desire to see him; 
lie fhall have many hands. 
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Clar. That he desires not, 

Nor ejres but yours, to look upon his miseries, 

For then he thinks ’twould be no perfeft cure, Madam, 

He would come private. 

Cal, How can that be here? 

I shall do wrong unto all those that honour him, 

Besides my credit. 

Clar, Dare ye not trust a hurt man? 

Not strain a courtesie to save a Gentleman? 

To save his life that has sav’d all your family? 

A man that comes like a poor mortifi’d Pilgrim, 

Only to beg a Blessing and depart again? 

He would but see you, that he thinks would cure him. 

But since you find fit reasons to the contrary, 

And that it cannot stand with your clear honour, 

Though you best know how well he has deserv’d of ye: 

I’ll send him word back though I grieve to do it, 

Grieve at my soul, for certainly ’twill kill him. 

What your will is. 

Cal, Stay, I will think upon’tj where is he, Wench? 
Clar, If you desire to see him, 

Let not that trouble you, he shall be with you, 

And in that time that no man shall suspeft ye; 

Your honour, Madam, is m your own free keeping; 

Your care in me; in him all honesty; 

If ye desire him not, let him pass by ye, 

And all this business reckon but a dream. 

C[fl]/. Go in, and counsel me, I would fain^sce him, 
And willing comfort him. 

Clar, *Tis in your power; • 

And if you dare trust me, you shall do it safely, 

Read that, and Jet that tell you, how he honours you. 

[Exiunt* 

AShts I'ertius, Scena Prima. 

Enter Clarinda with a Key^ and Leon. 

Lim^ ''T^His happy Night. [Kmes 

X Clar, Preserve this eagerness 
Till we meet nearer, there m something done 
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Will give us opportunity. 

Witty Girl, the plot? 

Chr. You shall hear that at leisure, 

The whole house reels with joy at the report 
Of Lidians safety, and that joy encreasM 
From their afFeftion to the brave LUander^ 

In being made the happy instrument to compound 
The bloudy difference. 

Lem, They will hear shortly that 
Will turn their mirth to mourning, he was then 
The principal means to save two lives, but since 
There are two fain, and by his single hand, 

For which his life must answer, if the King, 

Whose arm is long, can reach him. (this Key, 

Clar, We have now no spare time to hear stories, take 
^Twill make your passage to the banquetting house 
rth’ Garden free. 

Leon, You will not fail to come? 

Clar, For mine own sake ne’r doubt it ; now for Lisander, 

[Exit, 


Enter Dorilaus, Cleander, Servants with lights. 

Dor, To bed, to bed, *tis very late. 

Clean, To bed all, I have drunk a health too much. 
Dor, You’ll sleep the better, 

My usual physick that way. 

Clean, Where’s your Mistriss? 

Clar, She is above, but very ill, and aguish; 

The late fright of her Brother nas much troubl’d her: 

She would entreat to lye*alone. 

Clean. Her pleasure. (health. 

Dor, Commend my love to her, and my Prayers for her 
I’ll see her ere I go. [Exeunt manet Clarinda. 

Clar, All good rest toi ye ; 

Now to my watch for Lisander^ when he is furnish’d, 

For mine own friend, since I stand Centinel, 

I love to laugh i’th’ evenings too, and may, 

The priviledg of my place will warrant it. [Exit. 
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Enter Lisander, and L^celot. ^ 

Lis, You have done well hithert0; where are we now? 
Lane, Not far from the house, I hear by th’ Owls, 
There are many of your Welch falkoners about it; 

Here were a night to chuse to run away with 
Another mans Wife, and do the feat. 

Lis, Peace Knave, 

Thi^ house is here before us, and some may hear us; 

The Candles are all out. 

Lane, But one i’th’ Parlour, 

I see It simper hither, pray come this way. 

Lis, Step to the Garden-door, and feel and’t be open. 
Lan, I am going, luck deliver me from the saw-pits, 

Or I am buried quick; I hear a Dog, 

No, *tis a Cricket, ha? here’s a Cuckold buried, 

Take heed of his horns, Sir, here’s the door, ’tis open. 

[Clarinda at the door, 

Clar, Who’s there ? 

Lis, Friend. 

Clar, Sir, Ltsander} 

Lis, I. 

Clar, Ye are welcome, follow me, and make no noise. 
Lis, Go to your horse, and keep your watch with care, 
And be sure ye sleep not. (Sirrah, 

[^Exeunt Lisander, Clarinda. 

Lan, Send me out the Dairy-maid * 

To play at trump with me, and keep me waking, 

My fellow horse and I must now discourse 
Like two learned Almanack-Makers, of the Stars, 

And tell what a plentiful year ’twjll prove of Drunkards. 

If I had but a pottle of Sack, like a sharp prickle, 

To knock my Nose against when I am nodding, 

I should sing like a Nightingale, but I must 
Keep watch without it, I am apt to dance. 

Good fortune guide me from thtf Faries Circles. [Exit, 

Enter Clarinda with a Taper^ and Lisander with a Pistol^ 
two Chairs set mt, 

Clar, Come near, [Calista sitting behind a Curtain, 

ril leave ye now, draw but that Curtain, 
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An4 have your wish; now, Lton^ I am for thee; 

We that are servants must make use of stoln hours, 

And be glad of snatch’d occasions. [Exit 

Lis, She is asleep, ' 

Fierce Love hath clos’d his lights, I may look on her, 
Within her eyes ’has lockt the graces up, 

I may behold and live; how sweet she breaths! 

The orient morning breaking out in odours 
Is not so full of perfumes, as her breath is; 

She is the abstradi of all Excellence, and scorns a Parallel. 
Cal, Who’s there? 

Lis, Your servant, your most obedient slave (adored Lady) 
That comes bui to behold those eyes again. 

And pay some Vows I have to sacred Beauty, 

And so pass by; I am blind as ignorance. 

And know not where I wander, how I live. 

Till I receive from their bright influence 
Light to diredl me, for Devotions sake. 

You are the Saint I tread these holy steps to. 

And holy Saints are all relenting sweetness. 

Be not enrag’d, nor be not angry with me; 

The greatest attribute of Heaven is mercy; 

And ’tis the Crown of Justice, and the glory 
Where it may kill with right, to save with pity. 

Cal, Why do you kneel ? I know you come to mock me, 
T’upbraid me with the benefits you have giv’n me, 

Which are too many, and too mighty, Sir, 

For my return ; and I confess ’tis justice, 

That for my cruelty you should despise me. 

And I expedt however you^are calm now, 

A foyl you strive to set your cause upon. 

It will break out; Calista is unworthy, 

* Coy, proud, disdainful, I acknowledge all, 

Colder of Comfort than the frozen North is, 

And more a stranger to Lisaitders worth, 

His youth and &ith, than it becomes her gratitude, 

I blush to grant it, yet take this along, 

A sovcraign medicine to allay displeasure, 

Mijr be an argument to bring me olF too; 

She is married, and she is chaste ; how sweet that sounds ! 
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How it perfumes all air ’tis spoken in ! 

0 dear LisandeA would you break this union? 

Lii, No, I adore it; let me kiss your hand, 

And seal the fair faith of a Gentleman on it. 

Cal You are truly valiant, would it not afflift ye 
To have the horrid name of Coward touch you? 

Such is the Whore to me. 

£/V. I nobly thank ye; 

And may I be the same when I dishonour ye; 

This I m^ do again. [Kisting her hand* 

CaL Ye may, and worthily; 

Such comforts Maids may grant with modesty, 

And neither make her poor nor wrong her bounty; 

Noble Lnander^ how fond now am I of ye ! 

1 heard you were hurt. 

Lxi* You dare not heal me, Lady? ^ 

I am hurt here; how sweetly now she blushes! 

Excellent Objects kill our sight, she blinds me; 

The Roses in the pride of May shew pale to her; 

O Tyrant, Custom! and O Coward, Honour! 

How ye compel me to put on mine own Chains! 

May I not kiss ye now m superstition? 

For you appear a thing that I would kneel to; 

Let me err that way. [Kisses her. 

Cal, Ye shall err for once, I have a kind of noble pity on 
Among your manly sufferings, make this most, (you^ 

To err no farther in desire, for then. Sir, 

You add unto the gratitudes I owe you; 

And after death, your dear friends soul shall bless you. 

Lis, I am wondrous honest. 

Cal. I dare try. ^ [Kisses. 

Lis, I have tasted a blessedness too great for dull mortality, 
Once more, and let me dye. 

CaL I dare not murtner, 

How will maids curse me if I kill with kiascsl 
And young men flyc th’ embraces of fair Virgins? 

Come, pray sit down, but let’s talk tcmpcratcTy. 

Lis, Is my dear friend abed? 

Cal, Yes, and asleep; 

Secure asleep, ’tis midnight too, Lisander^ 
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Speak not so loud* 

Lis. You see I am a Statue, 

I could not stand else as I had eaten Ice, 

Or took into my bloud a drowzie Poyson, 

And Natures noblest, brightest flame burns in me; 
Midnight? and I stand quietly to behold it so? 

The Alarm rung, and I sleep like a Coward? 

I am worn away, my fiiith, my dull obedience 

Like Crutches, carry my decayed Body 

Down to the Grave, I have no youth within me, 

Yet happily you love too. 

CaL Love with honour. 

Li$. Honour? what’s that? ’tis but a specious title 
We should not prize too high. 

CaL Dearer than life. 

ffis. The value of it is as time hath made it, 

And time and custome have too far insulted. 

We are no gods, to be always tyed to stri£lness, 

’Tis a presumption to shew too like ’em; 

March but an hour or two under Loves Ensigns, 

Wc have Examples of great memories — 

CaL But foul ones too, that greatness cannot cover, 
That Wife that by Example sins, sins double, 

And pulls the Curtain open to her shame too; 

Methinks to enjoy you thus — 

Lis. ’Tis no joy, Lady, 

A Juicing Bride if she stop here, would cry, 

The Bridegroom too, and with just cause curse Hymens 
But yield a little, be one hour a Woman, 

(I do not speak this to coqjpcl you. Lady) 

And give your Will but motion, let it stir 
But in the taste of that weak fears call evil. 

Try it to understand it, we’ll do nothing, 

Ypu’ll nc’r come to know pure good else. 

« CaL Fie, Sir. • 

Liju I have found a way, let’s slip into this errour 
As Innocents, that know not what we did; 

As wc were dreaming both, let us embrace; 

The tin is none of ours then, but our fimeies; 

What have I said? what blasphemy to lionour? 
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O my base thoughts! pray ye take this and shoot me. 

My Villain thoughts! [Noise within. 

Cal. I weep your miseries, and would to heaven^ — what 
Lis, It comes on louder. (noise? 

Kill me, and save your self; save your fair honour, 

And lay the fault on me, let my life perish, 

My base lascivious life, shoot quickly. Lady. 

Cal, Not for the World, retire behind the hangings, 
And there stand close — my husband, close, Lisander. 

Enter Oleander with a Taper. 

Clean, Dearest, are you well? 

Cal, O my sad heart, my head, my head. 

Clean, Alas, poor soul ^ what do you do out of your bed ? 
You take cold, my Calista^ how do ye? 

Cal, Not so well, Sir, to he by ye, my Brothers fright — 
Clean, I had a frightful dream too, 

A very frightful dream, my best Calista\ 

Methought there came a Dragon to your Chamber, 

A furious Dragon (Wife) I yet shake at it; 

Are all things well) 

Lis, Shall I shoot him? 

Cal, No, all well, Sir, 

*Twas but your care of me, your loving care, 

Which always watches. 

Clean, And methought he came 
As if he had risen thus out of his Den, 

As I do from these Hangings. 

Lis, Dead, 

Cal, Hold, good Sir. ^ 

Clean, And forc’d ye in his arms thus. 

Cal, ’Twas but fancy 

That troubled ye, here’s nothing to disturb me, 

Good Sir, to rest again, and I am now drowzie, 

And will to bed; make no noise, dear Husband, 

But let me sleep; before you can call any body, I am abed. 
Clean, This, and sweet rest dwell with ye. 

Cal. Come out again, and as you love, Lisander^ 

Make haste awav, you sec his mind is troubled; 

Do you know the door ye came in at? 
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LU. Well, sweet Lady. 

CaL And can ye hit it readily? 

Lis, I warrant ve; 

And must I go? Must here end all my happiness? 

Here in a dream, as if it had no substance? 

Cal, For this time, friend, or here begin our ruins; 

We are both miserable. 

Lis, This is some comfort 
In my affliftions; they are so full already, 

They can find no encrease. 

Cal, Dear, speak no more. 

Lis, You must be silent then. 

Cal, Farewel, Ltsander^ thou joy of man, farewel. 

Lis, Farewel, bright Lady, 

Honour of woman-kind, a heavenly blessing. 

Cal, Be ever honest. 

Ias, I will be a dog else; 

The vertues of your mind Fll make my Library, 

In which Fll study the celestial beauty; 

Youf Constancy, miy Armour that Fll fight in; 

And on my Sword your Chastity shall sit, 

Terrour to rebel bloud. 

Cal, Once more, farewel ; \Noise within, 

0 that my modesty couM hold you still, Sir — he comes 
Us, Heaven keep my hand from murther, (again. 

Murther of him I love. 

Cal, Aw^y^ dear friend, 

Down to thft Garden stairs, that way, Lisandery 
Wc are betray’d else. 

Enter Cleander. 

Us, Honour guard the innocent. Lisandcr. 

XlUan, Still up? I fear’d your health. 

’Has miss’d him happily; 

1 tm going now, I have done my meditations, 

My heam’s almost at peace. * 

Ckan, To my warm Bed then. 

Ckl, I will, pray ye lead. [A Pistol shot within, 

Clean, A Pistol shot i’th’ house? 

A<, these hours? sure some thief, some osurtherer; 
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Rise, hoi rise all, I am betray’d. 

Cah O Fortune ! 

0 giddy thing! he has met some opposition. 

And kill’d; I am confounded, lost for ever. 

Enter Dorilaus. 

Dor, Now, what’s the matter? 

Clean, Thieves, my noble Father, Villains and Rogues. 
Dor, Indeed! I heard a Pistol, let’s search about. 

Enter Malfort, Clarinda, and Servants, 

Mai, To bed again, they are gone, Sir, 

1 will not bid you thank my valour for’t; 

Gone at the Garden door; there were a dozen. 

And bravely arm’d, I saw ’em. 

Clar, I am glad, glad at the heart. 

Serv, One shot at me, and miss’d me. 

Mai, No, ’twas at me, the Bullet flew close by me, 
Close by my ear; another had a huge Sword, 

Flourish’d it thus; but at the point I met him, 

But the Rogue taking me to he your Lordship, 

(As sure your Name is terrible, and we 
Not much unlike in the dark) roar’d out aloud, 

’Tis the kill-Crow, Dorilaus^ and away 

They ran as they had flown; now you must love me, 

Or fear me for my Courage, Wench. 

Clar, O Rogue I 

O lying Rogue, Lisander stumbled, Madam, 

At the Stairs-head, and in the fall the shot wept oflF; 

Was gone before they rose. 

Cal, I thank Heaven for’t. ^ 

Clar, I was frighted too, it spoil’d my game with Lmn, 
Cle, You must sit up; and they had come to your Chamber 
What pranks would they have plaid ! how came the door ppen ? 

Ma, I heard ’em when they forc’d it; up I rose, 

Took Durindana in my hand; ^d like 
Orlando^ issu’d forth. 

Clar, I know you are valiant. 

Clean, To bed again. 

And be you henceforth provident, at sun*nsing 
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We must part for a while. 

Dor. When you arc a bed, 

Take leave of her, there ^twill be worth the taking; 

Here *ti8 but a cold Ceremony, ere long 
We’ll find Lisander^ or we have ill-fortune. 

Clean. Lock all the doors fest. 

Mai. Though they all stood open, 

My name writ on the door, they dare not enter. [Exeunt. 

Enter Clarange, Fryar with a letter, 

Clar. Turn’d Hermit? 

Fry. Yes, and a devout one too; I heard him preach. 

Clar. That lessens my belief, 

For though I grant my Lidian a Scholar, 

As far as fits a Gentleman, he hath studied 
Humanity, and in that he is a Master; 

Civility of manners, Courtship, Arms; 

But never aim’d at (as I could perceive) 

The deep points of Divinity. 

Fry. That confirms his 
Devotion to be real, no way tainted 
With ostentation, or hyp[ocr]isic, 

The cankers of Religion; his Sermon 
So full of gravity, and with such sweetness 
Deliver’d, that it drew the admiration 
Of all the hearers on him; his own Letters 
To you, which witness he will leave the World, 

And these to fair Olinda^ his late Mistriss, 

In which he hath with all the moving language 
That ever express’d Rhetorick, solicited 
The Lady to forget him, an^ make you 
Blessed in her embraces, may remove 
All scrupulous doubts. 

Clar. It strikes a sadness in me. 

I know not what to think of ’t. 

Fry. Ere he entred • 

His solitary Cell, he pen’d a Ditty, 

His long, and last farewcl to Love and Women, 

So feelingly, that I confess however 
It sdnda not with my order to be taken 
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With such poetical Raptures; I was mov’d, 

And strangely with it. 

Clar. Have you the Copy? 

Fry. Yes, Sir; 

My Novice too can sing it, if you please 
To give him hearing. 

Clar. And it will come timely, 

For I am full of melancholy thoughts, 

Against which I have heard with reason Musick 
To be the speediest cure, ’pray you apply it. 

A Song by the Novice. 

A Duu fond love^ farewel you wanton powers^ 

I am free again \ 

Thou dull Disease of bloudy and idle hours •y 
Bewitching patny 

Five to the Fools that sigh away their timey 
My nobler love to Heaven doth climhy 
And there behold Beauty still youngy 

That Time can ne^r corrupty nor Death destroys 
Immortal sweetness by fair Angels sungy 
And honoured by Eternity and foy: 

There lives my lovCy thither my hopes aspirey 
Fond love dec lines y this heavenly \love^ grows higher. 

Fri. How do ye approve it? 

Claran. To its due desert. 

It is a Heavenly Hymn, no ditty Father, 

It passes through my ears unto my soul. 

And works divinely on it; give me leave 

A little to consider; shall I be 

Outdone in all things? nor good of my self, 

Nor by example? shall my loose hope still. 

The viands of a fond afK^ion, feed me 
As I were a sensual beast? spiritual food 
Refus’d by my sick palat? ’tis' resolv’d* 

How far ofiF Father, doth this new made Hermit 
Make his abode? 

Fri. Some two dayes journey Son. 

Clar. Having reveal’d my fait intentions to ye, 
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I hq)e ^our piety will not denf me 
Your aids to further ’emf 

Fri, That were against a good mans charity* 

Clar, My first request is, 

You would some time, for reasons I will shew you. 

Defer delivery of Lidiam Letters 
To fair Olinda. 

Fri Well Sir. 

C/tfr, For what follows, 

You shall dircdl me; something I will do, 

A new born zeal, and friendship prompts me to. 

Enter Dorilaus, Cleander, Chamberlain, Table^ 

Taper Sy and three stools, 

Clea, We have supp’d well friend ; let our beds be ready. 
We must be stirring early. 

Cham, They are made Sir. 

Dor, I cannot sleep yet, where’s the jovial host 
You told me of? ’thas been my custom ever 
To parley with mine host. 

Clea, He’s a good fellow. 

And such a one I know you love to laugh with; 

Go call your Master up. 

Cham, He cannot come Sir. 

Dor, Is he a bed with his wife? 

Cham, No certainly. 

Dor. Or with some other guests? 

Cham. Neither and’t like ye. 

Clea. Why then he shall come by your leave my friend, 
rie fetch him up my self. * 

Cham, Indeed you’l fail Sir. 

Dor. Is he i’th’ house? 

Cham. No, but he is hard by Sir; 

He is fiist in’s grave, he has been dead these three weeks. 

Dor. Then o’ my conscience he will come but lamely. 
And discotirse worse. 

Clean., Far^wel mine honest Host then, 

Mine honest merry Host; will you to bed yet? 

Dor. No, not this hour, I prethee sit and chat by me. 
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Clean. Give us a quart of wine then, #eT be mcr^. 
Dor. A match my Son; pray let your wine be living, 
Or lay it by your Master. 

Cham. It shall be quick Sir. [Exit. 

Dor. Has not mine Host a wife? 

[Clean]. A good old woman. 

Dor. Another coffin, that is not so handsom; 

Your Hostesses in Innes should be With things, 

Pretty, and young to draw in passengers; 

She’l never nil her beds well, if she be not beauteous. 

Clean. And courteous too. 

Enter Chamberlain, with wine. 

Dor. I, I, and a good fellow, 

That will mistake sometimes a Gentleman 
For her good man; well done; here’s to Lisander. 

Clean. My full love meets it; make fire in our lodgings, 
Wc’l trouble thee no farther; to your Son. [JSat. Cham. 

Dor. Put m Clarange too; off with’t, I thank ye; 

This wine drinks merrier still, O for mine Host now. 

Were he alive again, and well dispos’d, 

I would so claw his pate. 

Clean. Y’arc a hard drinker. 

Dor. I love to make mine Host drunk, he will lye then 
The rarest, and the roundest, of his friends. 

His quarrels, and his guests, and they are the best bauds too. 
Take ’em in that tunc. 

Clean. You know all. 

Dor. I did Son, but time, and arms have wd^n me out 
Clea. ’Tis late Sir, I hear none stirring. [A lute is struck. 
Dor. Hark, what’s that, a*Lute? 

*Tis at the door I think. 

Clean, The doors arc shut fast. 

Dor. ’Tis morning sure, the Fiddlers are got up 
To fright mens sleeps, have «vc nc’re a pii^t ready? 

Clean. Now I remember, I have heard mine Host that’s 
Touch a lute rarely, and as rarely sing too^ (dead, 

A brave still mean. 

Dor. I would give a brace of French Crowns 
To see him rise and Fiddle — Hark, a Song. 

”4 



Sc. I THE LOVERS PROGRESS 
* A SONG. 

lati and coldy stir up the fire\ 

X ^i^ closiy and draw the Table Higher ^ 

Be merry^ and drink wine thafs oldy 
A hearty medicine Against a cold. 

Tour bed of wanton down^s the besty 
Where you shall tumble to your rest\ 

I could wish you wenches tooy 
But I am dead and cannot do\ 

Call for the best the house may ringy 
Sacky Whitey and Claret let them bringy 
And drink apace while breath you havey 
Yoidl pnd but cold drink in the grave \ 

Plovery Partridge for your dinnery 
And a Capon for the sinner y 
You shall find ready when you are upy 
And your horse shall have his sup: 

Welcom welcom shall fiye roundy 
And I shall smile though under ground. 

Clean. Now as I live, it is his voice. 

Dor. He sings well, the Devil has a pleasant pipe. 

Clean. The fellow lyed sure. 

Enter Host. 

He is not dead, he’s here: how pale he looks! 

Dor. Is this he? 

Clean. Yes. 

Host. You arc welcom noble Gentlemen, 

My brave old guest most welcom. 

Clean. Lying knaves, 

To tell us you were dead, come sit down by us, 

We thank ye for your Song. 

Host. Would 't had been better. 

Dor. Speak, are ve dead ?• 

Host. Yes indeed am I Gentlemen, 

I have been dead these three weeks. 

Dor. Then here’s to ye, to comfort your cold body. 

Clem. What do ye mean? stand fitrtiier off. 

Dor. I wiU stana nearer to him, 

H2 


IIS 



THE LOVERS PROGRESS Act in 


Shall he come out on’s coffin to bear us company, 

And we not bid him welcom? come mine Ho% 

Mine honest Host, here’s to ye. 

Host, Spirits Sir, drink not. 

Clea, Why do ye appear? 

Host, To wait upon ye Gentlemen, 

’Thas been my duty living, now my farewel; 

I fear ye are not us’d accordingly. 

Dor, I could wish you warmer company mine Host, 
How ever we are us’d. 

Host, Next to entreat a courtesie. 

And then I go to peace. 

Clea, Is’t in our power? 

Host, Yes and ’tis this, to see my body buried 
In holy ground, for now I lye unhallowed. 

By the darks fault; let my new grave be made 
Amongst good fellows, that have died before me. 

And merry Hostes of my kind. 

Clea, It shall be done. 

Dor, And forty stoops of wine drank at thy funeral. 

Clea, Do you know our travel? 

Host, Yes, to seek your friends. 

That in affiidions wander now. 

Clean, Alas ! 

Host, Seek ’em no farther, but be confident 
They shall return in peace. 

Dor, There’s comfort yet. (Host, 

Clea, Pray ye one word more, is’t in your power mine 
Answer me softly, some hours before my death, 

To give me warning? 

Host, I cannot tell ye truly. 

But if I can, so much alive I lov’d ye, 

I will appear again, adieu. [Exit, 

Dor, Adieu, Sir, 

Cle, I am troubl’d; these* strange apparitions arc 
For the most part fatal. 

Dor, This if told, will not 
Find credit, the light breaks apace, let’s lie down 
And take some little rest, an hour or two, 

Then do mine host’s desire, and so return, 
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I do believe him. 

CUan. #So do I, to rest, Sir. [Extunt^ 

Enter Calista, and Clarinda. 

Cal. Clarinda ? 

Clarin. Madam. 

Cal. Is the house well ordered? 

The doors look’d to now in your Masters absence? 

Your care, and diligence amongst the Servants? 

Clarin. I am stirring, Madam. 

Cal. So thou art, Clarinda^ 

More than thou ought’st I am sure, why dost thou blush? 
Clarin. I do not blush. 

Cal. Why dost thou hang thy head wench? 

Clarin. Madam, ye are deceiv’d, I look upright, 

I understand ye not: she has spied Leon^ [Aside. 

Shame of his want of caution. 

Cal. Look on me; what, blush again? 

Clarin. ’Tis more than I know. Madam; 

I have no cause that I find yet. 

Cal. Examine then. 

Clarin. Your Ladyship is set I think to shame me. 

Cal. Do not deserv’t, who lay with you last night? 
What bed-fellow had ye? none of the maids came near ye. 
Clarin. Madam, they did. 

Cal. ’Twas one in your Cousins cloaths then, 

And wore a sword; and sure I keep no Amazons \ 

Wench do not lye, ’twill but proclaim thee guilty; 

I^es hide our sins like nets; like perspedbves, 

Tiiey draw offences nearer still, and greater: 

Come, tell the truth. * 

Clarin. You are the strangest Lady 
To have these doubts of me; how have I liv’d, Madam? 
And which of all my careful services deserves these shames? 

Cal. Leave facing, ’twill •not serve ye. 

This impudence becomes thee worse than lying. 

I thought ye had liv’d well, and I was proud of’t; 

But you are pleas’d to abuse my thoughts; who was’t? 
Honest repentance yet will make the ^ult less. 

Clarin. Do ye compel me? do you stand so strift too? 
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Nay, then have at ye; I shall rub that sore, Madam^ 

(Since ye provoke me) will but vex your Ladjrship; 

Let me alone. 

CaL I will know. 

Clartn, For your own peace. 

The peace of your own conscience ask no farther; 

Walk in, and let me alone. 

CaL No, I will know all. 

Clar, Why, then Tie tell ye, ’twas a man I lay with, 
Never admire, ’tis easie to be done, Madam, 

And usual too, a proper man I lay with; 

Why should you vex at that? young as Lisandery 
And able too; I grudge not at your pleasure, 

Why should you stir at mine? I steal none from ye. 

CaL And dost thou glory in this sin? 

Cla, I am glad on’t, to glory in’t is for a mighty Lady 
That may command. 

CaL Why didst thou name Lisanderi 

Claru Docs it anger ye? does it a little gall ye? 

I know it does, why would ye urge me Lady? 

Why would ye be so curious to compel me? 

I nam’d Lhander as my president, 

The rule I err’d by, you love him, I know it, 

I grudg’d not at it, but am pleas’d it is so; 

And hy my care and diligence you enjoy’d him, 

Shall I for keeping counsel, have no comfort? 

Will you have all your self? ingross all pleasure 
Are ye so hard hearted? why do ye blush now, Madam? 
CaL My anger blushes, not my shame, base ^oman^ 
ClarL I’le make your shame blush, since you put me to’t. 
Who lay with you t’other night*? 

CaL With me? ye monster. (bands; 

Claru Whose sweet embraces circled ye? not your hua- 
I wonder ye dare touch me in this point, Madam r 
Stir her against ye in whose hand your life lies? 

More than your life, your honour? what smug Amamn 
Was that I brought you? that maid had ne’re a petticoat? 

CaL She’l half perswade me anon, I am a beast too, 
And I mistrust my self, though I am honest 
For giving her the Helm, thou knowest, Clarinday 
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(Ev^n in thjr conscience) I was ever vertuousj ^ 

As fiur from lust in meeting with Lisander^ 

As the pure wind in welcoming the morning; 

In all the co[n]versation I had with him, 

As free, and innocent, as yon fair Heaven; 

Didst not thou perswade me too? 

Chrin^ Yes, I had reason for’t. 

And now you are perswaded Tie make use on’t. 

Cal. If I had sin’d thus, and my youth entic^ me. 
The nobleness and beauty of his person, 

Beside the mighty benefits I am bound to, 

Is this sufficient warrant for thy weakness? 

If I had been a whore, and crav’d thy counsel 
In the conveyance of my fault and faithfulness, 

Thy secrecie, and truth in hiding of it; 

Is it thy justice to repay me thus? 

To be the Master sinner to compel me? 

And build thy lusts security on mine honour? 

Cla. They that love this sin, love their security; 
Prevention, Madam, is the nail I knock’d at, 

And I have hit it home, and so Fie hold it. 

And you must pardon me, and be silent too, 

And suffer what ye see, and suffer patiently; 

I shall do worse else. 

Cal. Thou canst not touch my credit: 

Truth will not suffer me to be abus’d thus. (Madam, 

Clarin. Do not you stick to truth, she is seldom heard, 
A poor weak tongue she has, and that is hoarse too 
With pleading at the bais, none understand [s] her, 

Or if you hsid her, what can she say for ye? 

Must she not swear he canfb at mianight to ye, 

The door left open, and your husband cozen’d 
With a feign’d sickness? (honest. 

Cal. But by my soul I was honest, thou know’st I was 
' Clarin. That’s all one urfiat I know. 

What I will testifie is that shall vex ye; 

Trust not a guilty rage with likelihoods, 

And on s^parent proof, take heed of that. Madam; 

If you were innocent (as it may be ye are) 

I do not know, I leave it to your conscience, 
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It were the weakest and the poorest part of ye, 

Men being so willing to believe the worst, 

So open eyed in this age to all infamie, 

To put your fame in this weak bark to the venture. 

Cal. What do I suffer! O my precious honour, 

Into what box of evils have I lock’d thee! 

Yet rather than be thus outbrav’d, and by 
My drudg, my footstool, one that sued to be so; 

Perish both life, and honour. Devil thus 
I dare thy worst, defie thee, spit at thee, 

And in my vertuous rage, thus trample on thee; 

Awe me thy Mistns, whore, to be thy baud? 

Out of my house, proclaim all that thou knowest. 

Or malice can invent, fetch jealousie 

From Hell, and like a furie breath it in 

The bosom of my Lord; and to thy utmost 

Blast my fair fame, yet thou shalt feel with horror 

To thy sear’d conscience, my truth is built 

On such a firm base, that if e’re it can 

Be forc’d, or undermin’d by thy base scandals. 

Heaven keeps no guard on innocence. [Exit. 

Clartn. I am lost. 

In my own hopes forsaken, and must fall 
The greatest torment to a guilty woman 
Without revenge, till I can fashion it 
I must submit, at least appear as if 
I did repent, and would offend no farther. 

Monsieur Beronte my Lords Brother is 
Oblig’d unto me for a private favour; 

’Tis he must mediate for me; but when time 

And opportunity bids me strike, •my wreak 

Shall pour it self on her nice chastitie 

Like to a torrent, deeds, not words shall speak me. [Exit. 


A6his Quartus. * Ecena Prtma. 

Enter Alcidon, and Beronte, severally. 

Aki. arc opportunely [m]et. (some fear. 

X Ber. Your countenance expresses hast mixt with 
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Aku You’l share with me in both, as soon as you aretiMUk 
Aafaainted with the cause, if you love vertue. 

In danger not secure; I have no time 
Foi^ circumstance, instrudl me if Lisander 
Be in your Brothers house? 

Ber, Upon my knowledge he is not there. 

Aid. I am glad on’t. 

Ber. Why good Sir? 

(Without oflFence I speak it) there’s no place 
In which he is more honour’d, or more safe. 

Than with his friend Oleander. 

Aid. In your votes 

I grant it true, but as it now stands with him, 

I can give reason to make satisfeftion 
For what I speak; you cannot but remember 
The ancient difference between Lisander 
And Cloridony a man in grace at Court? 

Ber. I do; and the foul plot of Cloridons kinsman 
Upon Lisanders life, for a fall given to Clortdon 
’Fore the King, as they encountred at a solemn tilting. 

Aki. It is now reveng’d : 

In brief, a challenge was brought to Lisander 
By one Chry5ant\h'\es \ and as far as valour 
Would give him leave, declin’d by bold Lisander'. 

But peace refus’d, and braves on braves heap’d on him, 
Alone he met the opposites, ending the quarrel 
With both their lives. 

Ber. I am truly sorry for’t. 

Aid. The King incensed for his favorites death. 

Hath set a price upon Lisanders head, 

As a reward to any man that brings it 
Alive, or dead; to gain this, every where 
He is pursu’d, and laid for; and the friendship 
Between him and your noble Brother known. 

His house in reason cannot pass unsearch t. 

And that’s the principal cause that drew me hither, 

To hasten his remove, if he had chosen 
This Castle for his sanftuary. 

Ber. ’Twas done nobly, 

And you most welcom; this night pray you take 
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A lodging with ns; and at my intrcaty 
Conceal this from my Brother, he is grown 
Exceeding sad of late; and the hard fortune 
Of one he values at so high a rate, 

Will much cncrease his melancholy. 

Alci, I am tutor’d: pray you lead the way. 

Ber. To serve you I will shew it. [Exeunt, 

Enter Cleander, with a Book, 

Cle, Nothing more certain than to dye, but when 
Is most uncertain: if so, every hour 
We should prepare us for the journey, which 
Is not to be put off, I must submit 
To the divine decree, not argue it, 

And chearfully I welcom it: I have 
Dispos’d of my estate, confess’d my sins, 

And have remission from my Ghost[l]y Father, 

Being at peace too here: the apparition 
Proceeded not from fancy, Dortlaus 
Saw it, and heard it with me, it made answer 
To our demands, and promis’d, if ’twere not 
Deny’d to him by fate, he would forewarn me 
Of my approaching end, I feel no symptome 
Of sickness, yet I know not how a dulness 
Invades me all over. Ha? 

Enter Host. 

Ho$t, I come Sir, 

To keep my promise; and as far as spirits 
Are sensible of sorrow for the living, 

I grieve to be the messenger to veil you, 

E’re many hours pass, you must resolve 
To fill a grave, 

Cle, And feast the worms? 

Host, Even so Sir. ^ 

Clea, I hear it like a man. 

Host, It well becomes you, there’s no evading it* 

Cle, Can you discover by whose means I must dye? 

Host, That is deny’d me: 

But my prediction is too sure; prepare 
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To make your peace with heaven. So farewel Sir. 

Ck. I see no enemy nearj and yet I tremble 
Like a paid coward: my sad doom pronouncM 
By this aerial voice, as in a glass 
Shews me my death in its most dreadfull shape. 

What rampire can my humane frailty raise 

Against the assault or fate? I do begin 

To fear my self, my inward strengths forsake me, 

I must call out for help. Within there? haste. 

And break in to my rescue. 

£nUr Dorilaus, Calista, Olinda, Beronte, Alcidon, 
ServantSy and Clarinda, at several doors. 

Dor. Rescue? where? shew me your danger. 

Cal. I will interpose 

My loyall breast between you and all hazard. 

Ber. Your Brothers Sword secures you. 

Aki. A true friend will dye in your defence. 

Clean, I thank ye, 

To all my thanks. Encompass’d thus with friends 
How can I fear? and yet I do, I am wounded, 

Mortally wounded: nay it is within, 

I am hurt in my minde: One word — 

Dor. A thousand. 

Cle. I shall not live to speak so many to you. 

Dor. Why? what forbids you? 

Cle. But even now the spirit 
Of my dead Host appear’d, and told me, that 
This night I should be with him: did you not meet it? 
It went out at that door. 

Dor. A vain Chimera • 

Of your imagination: can you think 

Mine Host would not as well have spoke to me now, 

As he did in the Inn? these waking dreams 

Not alone trouble you, but strike a strange 

Distraflion in your Family: see the tears 

Of my poor Daughter,. fair Olindah sadness, 

Your Brothers, and your friends grief, servants sorrow. 
Good Son bear up, you have many years to live 
A comfort to us all: let’s in to supper $ 
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Ghosts never walk till after mid-night, if 

I may believe my Grannam. We will wash 

These thoughts away with Wine, spight of Hobgoblins. 

Cle, You reprehend me justly: gentle Madam, 

And all the rest, forgive me, Fie endeavour 
To be merry with you. 

Dor, That’s well said. 

Beron, I have procur’d your pardon. 

Cai Once more I receive you 
Into my service: but take especial care 
You fall no further. 

Clar, Never Madam: Sir, 

When you shall find fit time to call me to it, 

I will make good what I have said. 

Ber, Till when, upon your life be silent. 

Dor. We will have a health unto Lisander. 

Cle. His name, Sir, 

Somewhat revives me; but his sight would cure me. 
How ever let’s to supper. 

Ol’tn. Would Clarange 

And Z/W/jw were here too, as they should be, 

If wishes cou’d prevail. 

Cal. They are fruitless, Madam. [ 

Enter Leon. 

Leon. If that report speak truth, Clarinda is 
Discharg’d her Ladies service, and what burthen 
I then have drawn upon me is apparent. 

The crop she reapt from her attendance was ^ 

Her best Revenue, and my principal means 
Clarinda* s bounty, though I labdUr’d hard for’t, 

A younger Brotner’s fortune: must I now 
Have sourc sawce after sweet meats? and be driv’n 
To leavic half a Crown a week, besides 
Clouts, Sope, and Candles, for any heir Apparent, 

If she prove, as she swears she is with child; 

Such as live this way, find like me, -though wenching 
Hath a fair face, there’s a Dragon in the tail oPt 
That stinw to th’ quick. I must skulk here, until 
I am resolv’d: how my heart pants between 
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My hopes and fearsi she’s come; arc wc in th«j Fort? 

If not, let’s sink together. 

Enter Clarinda. 

Clar, Things go better 
Than you deserve; you carry things so openly, 

I must bear every way, I am once more 
In my Ladies grace, 

Leon, And I in yours. 

Clar, It may be; but I have sworn unto my Lady never 
To sin again. 

Leon, To be surpriz’d — the sin 
Is in it self excusable; to be taken 
Is a crime, as the Poet writes. 

Clar, You know my weakness, 

And that makes you so confident. You have got 
A fair sword; was it not Lisanders} 

Leon, Yes Wench, 

And I grown valiant by the wearing of it: 

It hath been the death of two. With this Lhander 
Slew Clor\id[]on^ and Chrysanthes, I took it up. 

Broken in the handle, but that is reform’d, 

And now in my possession; the late Master 
Dares never come to challenge it: this sword, 

And all the weapons that I have, are ever 
Devoted to thy service: Shall we bill? 

I am very gamesome. 

Clar, I must first dispose of 
The fool Malfort\ he hath smoak’d you, and is not. 

But by some new device to be kept from me: 

I have it here shall fit him* you know where 
You must exped me, with all possible silence 
Get thither. 

Lean, You will follow? 

Clar, Will I live? 

She that is forfeited to lust must dye. 

That humour being unfed; begone, here comes [Exit Lc. 

Enter Malfort in Armour, 

My champion in Armour. 
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Malf* What adventure 
I am bound upon I know not, but it is 
My Mistresses pleasure that I should appear thus, 

I may perhaps be terrible to others, 

But as I am, 1 am sure my shadow frights me, 

The clashing of my Armour in my ears, 

Sounds like a passing-belU ^nd my Buckler, puts me 
In mind of a Bier; this my broad Sword a pick-axe 
To dig my grave: O love, abominable love. 

What Monsters issue from thy dismal den, 

CIarinda\ placket, which I must encounter, 

Or never hope to enter? 

Ciar, Here’s a Knight errant, Monsieur Malfort, 

Malf. Stand, stand, or Tie fall for ye. 

Clar, Know ye not my voice? 

Malf. Yes, ’twas at that I trembl’d. 

But were my false friend Leon here — 

Clar. Tis he. 

Malf, Where ? where ? 

Clar, He is not come yet. 

Malf, ’Tis well for him, 

I am so full of wrath. 

Clar, Or fear — This Leon^ 

How e’rc my Kinsman, hath abus’d you grosly, 

And this night vowes to take me hence perforce. 

And marry me to another: ’twas for this, 

(Presuming on your love) I did entreat you 
To put your armour on, that with more safety 
You might defend me. 

MaL And I’le do it bravely. 

Clar, You must stand here ♦to beat him off, and suffer 
No humane thing to pass you, though it appear 
In my Lords shape, or Ladies: be not coa&cn’d 
With a disguise. 

Mai f have been fool’d ^fready, but now I am wise, 

Clar, You must swear not to stir hence# 

Mai Upon these lips. 

Clar, Nor move untill I call you? 

Mai rie grow here rather, 

Clar. This nights task well ended, 
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I am roars to morrow. Keep sure guard. [Exit CIar« 
Jkfalf, Adieu ; 

My honey-comb how sweet thou art, did not 
A nest of Hornets keep it! what impossibilities 
Love makes me undertake! I know my self 
A natural Coward, and should Leon come, 

Thdhgh this were Cannon proof, I should deliver 
The wench before he ask’d her. I hear some footing: 

^Tis he; where shall I hide my self? that is 
My best defence. 

Enter Cleander. 

Cle, I cannot sleep, strange visions 
Make this poor life, I fear’d of late to lose, 

A toy that I grow weary of. 

Malf. ’Tis Leon. 

Cle. What’s that ? 

Malf. If you are come, Sir, for Clartnda\ 

I am glad I have her for you; I resign 
My interest; you’ll find her in her Chamber, 

I did stay up to tell you so. 

Clean. Clarinda^ and Leon\ 

There is something more in this 

Than I can stay to ask. [Exit. 

Malf. What a cold pickle 
(And that none of the sweetest) do I find 
My poor self in! 

Clean. [Speaks within,] Yield villain. 

Enter Clarinda and Leon, running. 

Cleander following. 

Clar. ’Tis my Lord, 

Shift for your selfi 
Leon. His life 

Shall first make answer • [Kills Cleander. 

For this intrusion. 

Maf. I am going away, 

I am gone already. [Falls in a swoon. 

Clean. Heaven take mercy on 
My soul; too true presaging Host. 
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Clar, He^s dead, 

And this wretch little better: 

Do you stare upon your 
Handy-work ? 

Leon, I am amaz’d. 

Clar, Get o’re the Garden wall, flye for ypur life, 

But leave your sword behind; enquire not why: 
rie fashion something out of it, though I perish, 

Shall make way for revenge. 

Leon, These are the fruits 
Of lust, Clarinda, 

Clar, Hence, repenting Milk-sop. [^Eseit 

Now ’tis too late. Lisanders sword, I that, iPutsihe swrd'in 
That is the Base Tie build on. So, I’le raise (Malfort’j hand. 
The house. Help, murther, a most horrid 
Murther. Monsieur Beronte^ noble DorilauSy 
All buned in sleep? Aye me a murther, 

A most unheard-of murther. 

Enter Donlaus as from bed. 

Dor, More lights Knaves; 

Berontey Alcidon\ more lights. 

Enter Beronte, Alcidon, and Servants with lights, 

Clar, By this I see too much. 

Dor, My Son Cleander bathing 
In his own gore. The Devil, to tell truth, i’th’ shape of 
An Host! 

Ber, My Brother? 

Malf, I have been 

I’th’ other world, in Hell I think, these Devils 
With fire-brands in their paws sent to torment me, 

Though I never did the deed, for my lewd purpose 
To be a Whore-master. 

Dor, Who’s that? ^ 

Aid, ’Tis one in Armour. A bloudy sword in his hand* 
Dor, Sans question the murtherer. 

Malf, Who I? you do me wrong, 

I never had the heart to kill a Chicken; 

Nor do I know this sword. 

laS 
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Ak. I do, too well. 

Ber. I have seen Lisander wear it. 

Clar. This confirms 

What yester-night I whisper’d: let it work, 

The circumstance may make it good. 

Malf. My Lord? and I his murtherer? 

Bin Drag the villain hence, 

The Rack shall force a free confession from him. 

^ Adalf, I am struck dumb; 

Y6u need not stop my mouth. 

Ber, Avrzy with him. [Exit with Malfort. 

, Enter Calista, and Olinda, 

Cal, Where is my Lord? 

Dor, All that 

Remains of him lies there: look on this objeft, 

And then turn marble. 

Cal, I am so already, 

Made fit to be his Monument: but wherefore 
Do you, that have both life and motion left you, 

Stand sad spectators of his death. 

And not bring forth his murtherer ? 

Ber, That lies in you: you must, and shall produce him. 
Dor, She, Beronte r 
Ber, None else. 

Dor, Thou ly’st, Tie prove it on thy head, 

Or write it on thy heart. 

Ale, Forbear, there is 
Too much blood shed already. 

Ber, Let not choler 

Stifle your judgment; many in honest Father 
Hath got a wicked Daughter. If I prove not 
With evident proofs her hand was in the bloud 
Of my dear Brother, (too good a Husband for her) 

Give your revenge the reins, and spur it forward. 

Dor, In any circumstance but shew her guilty, 
rie strike the first stroak at her. 

Ber, Let me ask 

A question calmly: do you know this Sword? 

Have you not seen Ltsander often wear it? 

B*-F. V. 
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Dor, The same with which he rescued me. 

CaL I do, what inference from this to make me guilty? 
Ber, Was he not with you in the house to night? 

CaL No on my soul. 

Ber, Nor ever heretofore 
In private ’ ith you, when you feign’d a sickness, 

To keep y'>‘ •* Husband absent? 

Cal, Never, Sir, to a dishonest end.„^ 

Ber, Was not this Woman 
Your instrument? her silence does confess it: 

Here lyes Cleander dead, and here the sword 
Of false Lisander^ too long cover’d with 
A masque of seeming truth. 

Dor, And is this all 

The proof you can alledge? Lhander guilty. 

Or my poor Daughter an Adulteress? 

Suppose that she had chang’d discourse with one 
To whom she ow’d much more? ^ 

Cal, Thou hast thy ends, wicked Clarinda, [SAf falh, 

OH, Help, the Lady sinks, malice hath kill’d her. 

Dor, I would have her live. 

Since I dare swear she’s innocent: ’tis no time 
Or place to argue now: this cause must be 
Decided by the Judge; and though a Father, 

I will deliver her into the hands 
Of Justice. If she prove true gold when try’d. 

She’s mine: if not, with curses Tie disclaim her: 

Take up your part of sorrow, mine shall be 
Ready to answer with her life the faft 
That she is charg’d with. 

Ber, Sir, I look upon voii*as on a Father. 

Dor, With the eyes of sorrow 
I see you as a Brother: let your witnesses 
Be ready. 

Ber, ’Tis my care. 

Ale, I am for Lidian, 

This accident no doubt will draw him from 
His Hermits life. 

Clar, Things yet go right, persist, Sir. 


[Examt 
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Enter Lisander, and Lancelot. 

Lisan* Are the horses dead? 

Lane. Out-right. If you ride at this rate, 

You must resolve to kill your two a day, 

And that’s a large proportion. 

Lisan. Will you please 
At any price, and speedily, to get fresh ones. 

You know my danger, and the penalty 
That follows it, should I be apprehended. 

Your duty in obeying my commands, 

Will in a better language speak your service, 

Than your unnecessary, and untimely care of my expence. 

Lane. I am gone. Sir. [Exit. 

Lisan. In this thicket 
I will expeft you: Here yet I have leisure 
To call my self unto a strift account 
For my pass’d life, how vainly spent: I would 
I stood no farther guilty: but I have 
A heavier reckoning to make: This hand 
Of late as white as innocence, and unspotted. 

Now wears a purple colour, dy’d in gore, 

My soul of the same tinfture; pur-blind passion, 

With flattering hopes, would keep me from despair. 

Pleading I was provok’d to it; but my reason 
Breaking such thin and weak defences, tells me 
I have done a double murther; and for what? 

Was it in service of the King? his Edifts 
Command the contrary: or for my Country? 

Her Geniusy like a mourning mother, answers 

In Cloridm^ and Chrysanthes^hc hath lost 

Two hopeful sons, that might have done their parts, 

To guard her from Invasion: for what cause then? 

To Keep th’ opinion of my valour upright, 

I’th’ popular breath, a sandy ground to build on; 

Bought with the Kings displeasure, as the breach 
Of Heavens decrees, the loss of my true comforts. 

In Parents, Kinsmen, Friends, as the fruition 
Of ^ that I was born to, and that sits 
Like to a hill of Lead here, in my exile, 
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(Never to be repeal’d, if I escape so) 

I have cut off all hopes ever to look on 

Enter Lidian, like a Hermite, 

Divine Caliita^ from her sight, and converse, 

For ever banish’d. 

Lid. I should know this voice, 

His naming too my Sister, whom Lisander 
Honour’d, but in a noble way, assures me 
That it can be no other: I stand bound 
To comfort any man I find distress’d: 

But to aid him that sav’d my life. Religion 
And Thankfulness commands, and it may be 
High providence for this good end hath brought him 
Into my solitary walk. Ltsander., noble Lisander. 

Lis. Whatsoe’er thou art. 

That honorable attribute thou giv’st me, 

I can pretend no right to: come not near me, 

I am infedbous, the sandtity 
Of thy profession (for thou appearest 
A reverend Hermite) if thou flye not from me. 

As from the Plague or Leprosie, cannot keep thee 
From being polluted. 

Lid. With good counsel. Sir, 

And holy prayers to boot I may cure you. 

Though both wayes so infedted. You look wildly, 

Peace to your conscience, Sir, and stare upon me. 

As if you never saw me: hath my habit 
Alter’d my face so much, that yet you know not 
Your servant Lidian^ 

Lis. I am amaz’d * 

So young, and so religious? (world: 

Ltd. I purpose (Heaven make me thankful for’t) to leave th5j 
I have made some trial of my strengths in this 
My solitary life; and yet I fk\d not 
A faintness to go on, 

Lis. Above belief: do you inhabit here? 

Lid. Mine own free choice. Sir: 

I live here poorly, but contentedly, 

Because I find enough to feed my fortunes; 

13a 



Sc. I THE LOVERS PROGRESS 

Indeed too much: these wild fields are my gardens, 

The Crystal Rivers they afford their waters, 

And grudge not their sweet streams to quench afffiflions; 
The hollow rocks their beds, which though they are hard, 
(The Emblems of a doting lovers fortune) 

Yet they are quiet; and the weary slumbers 

The wes catch there, softer than beds of Down, Friend; 

The Birds., my Bell to call me to devotions; 

My Book the story of my wandring life, 

In which I find more hours due to repentance 
Than time hath told me yet. 

Lis, Answer me truly. 

Lid, I will do that without a conjuration. 

Lis, Fth’ depth of meditation do you not 
Sometimes think of Olinda\ 

Lid, I endeavour 

To raze her from my memory, as I wish 

You would do the whole Sex, for know, Lisander^ 

The greatest curse brave man can labour under, 

Is the strong Witch-craft of a Womans eyes; 

Where I find men I preach this doftrine to ’em : 

As you are a Scholar, knowledge make your Mistris, 

The hidden beauties of the Heavens your study; 

There shall you find fit wonder for your faith, 

And for your eye in-imitable objects: 

As you are a profess’d souldier, court your honour. 

Though she be stern, she is honest, a brave Mistris; 

The greater danger you oppose to win her. 

She shews the sweeter, and rewards the nobler; 

Womans best loves to hers^meer shadows be, 

For after death she weds your memory. 

These are my contemplations. 

Lis, Heavenly ones ; 

And in a young man more remarkable. 

But wherefore do I envy, arfd not tread in 
This blessed trad? here’s in the heart no falshood 
To a vow’d friend, no quarrels seconded 
With Challenges, which answer’d in defence 
Of the word Reputation, murther follows. 

A man may here repent his sins, and though 
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His hand like mine be stainM in blcud, it may be 
With penitence and true contrition wash’d off; 

You have prov’d it, Lidian. 

Lid, And you’ll find it true, if you persevere. 

Lt$, Here then ends my flight. 

And here the fury of the King shall find me 
Prepar’d for Heaven, if I am mark’d to dye; 

For that I truly grieve for. 

Enter Fryar^ and Clarange in Fryars habit. 

Fry. Keep your self conceal’d, I am instrufted. 

Clar. How the sight 
Of my dear friend confirms me. 

Lis, What are these? 

Lid, Two reverend Fryers, one I know. 

Fry, To you 
This journey is devoted. 

Ltd, welcome, Father. 

Fry. I know your resolution so well grounded. 

And your adieu unto the world so constant. 

That though I am th* unwilling messenger 
Of a strange accident to try your temper. 

It cannot shake you. You had once a friend, 

A noble friend, Clarange, 

Lid. And have still, I hope, good Father. 

Fry. Your false hopes deceive you. 

He’s dead. 

Lis. Clarange dead ^ ^ 

Fry. I buried him; 

Some said he dy’d of melancholy, some of love, 

And of that fondness perish’d. 

Lid, O Clarange ! 

Clar, Hast thou so much brave nature, noble Lidian j 
So tenderly to love thy Rivals memory? 

The bold Lisander weeps too. * 

Fry, I expefted that you would bear this better. 

Lid, I am a man. Sir, and my great loss weigh’d duly — 
Fry. H is last words were 
After confession, live long, dear Lidian^ 

Possess’d of all thy wishes; and of me 
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He did desire^ bathing my hand with tears, 

That with my best care, I should seek, and find you, 

And from his dying mouth prevail so with you, 

That you a while should leave your Hermits striftness, 

And on his Monument pay a tear or two. 

To witness how you lov’d him. (he had not 

Lid, O my neart! to witness how I lov’d him? would 
Led me into his Grave, but sacrific’d 
His sorrows upon mine, he was my friend. 

My noble friend, I will bewail his ashes; 

His fortunes, and poor mine were born together. 

And I will weep ’em both; I will kneel by him. 

And on his hallow’d Earth do my last duties. 

I’ll gather all the pride of Spring to deck him, 

Wo^-bines shall grow upon his honour’d Grave; 

And as they prosper, clasp to shew our friendship, 

And when they wither, I’ll dye too. 

Clar. Who would not 
Desire to j^e, to be bewail’d thus nobly? 

Fry, There is a Legacy he hath bequeath’d you; 

But of what value I must not discover, 

Until tlfcsc Rites and pious Ceremonies 
Arc duly tender’d. 

Lid, I am too full of sorrow to be inquisitive. 

Lis, To think of his, 

I do forget mine own woes. 

Enter Alcidon. 

Mk. Graze thy fill, now 

Thou hast done thy business; ha! who have we here? 
Lisander^ Lidian^ and two •Reverend Fryars? 

What a strange scene of sorrow is express’d 
In different postures, in their looks and station ! 

A common rain ter eying these to help 
His dull invention, might dcaw to tlie life 
The living Sons of Prianij as they stood 
On the pale Walls of Troy^ when Heilor fell 
Under Achilles^ Spear; I come too late, 

My Horse, though good and strong, mov’d like a Tortoise;^ 
B1 News had wings, and hath got here before me. 


*35 



THE IX)VERS PROGRESS Act iv 

^All Pythagoreans} not a word? 

Lid, O Alcidon — 

Deep Rivers with soft murmurs glide along 
The shallow roar; Clarange\ 

Lh, Cloridon^ Chrysanthesy spare my grief, and apprehend 
What I should speak. 

Ale, Their fates I have long since 
For your sakes mourn’d; Clarange\ death, for so 
Your silence doth confirm, till now I heard not; 

Arc these the bounds that are prescrib’d unto 
The swelling seas of sorrow? 

Lh, The bounds, Alcidonl 
Can all the winds of mischief, from all Quarters, 

EuphrateSy GangeSy TtgrtSy Volgay Poy 
Paying at once their tribute to this Ocean, 

Make it swell higher? I am a Murtherer, 

Banish’d, proscrib’d, is there ought else that can 
Be added to it? 

Lid, I have lost a friend, 

Priz’d dearer than my being, and he dead, 

My miseries at the height contemn the worst 
Of Fortunes malice. 

Ale, How our humane weakness, 

Grown desperate from small disasters, makes us 
Imagine them a period to our sorrows! 

When the first syllable of greater woes 
Is not yet written. 

Lid, How ? 

Lh, Speak it at large, 

Since grief must break my heart, I am ambitious 
It should be exquisite. •* 

Alt, It must be told, 

Yet ere you hear it, with all care put on 
The surest armour anvil’d in the Shop 
Of passive fortitude; the hander y 

Your friend, is murthcr’d. 

Lh, ’Tis a terrible pang. 

And yet it will not do, I live yet, aft not 
The Torturers part; if that there be a blow 
Beyond this, give it, and at once dispatch me. 
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Ak* Your Sword died in his heiwt-bloud was found nw 
Your private Conference at mid-night urg’d (him, 

With fair Calhta\ which by her whose pure truth, 

* Would never learn to tell a lie, being granted, 

She by enrag’d Beronte is accus’d 
Of Murther and Adultery, and you 
(However I dare swear it false) concluded 
Her principal Agent. 

Lid, Wave upon wave rowls o’r me. 

My Sister? my dear Sister? 

Clar, Hold, great heart. 

Fry, Tear open his Doublet. 

Lis, Is this wound too narrow 
For my life to get out at? Bring me to 
A Cannon loaded, and some pitying friend 
Give fire unto it, while I nail my breast 
Unto his thundring mouth, that in the instant, 

I may be piece-meal torn, and blown so far. 

As not one joint of my dismember’d limbs 
May ever be by search of man found out. 

Oleander \ Yet, why name I him^* however 
His fall deserv’d an Earth-quake, if compar’d 
With what true honour in Calista suffers, 

Is of no moment; my good Angel keep me 
From Blasphemy, and strike me dumb before, 

In th’ agony of my spirit, I do accuse 
The Powers above, for their unjust permission 
Of Vertue, innocent Vertue, to be branded 
With the least vicious mark. 

Clar, I never saw a man so far transported. 

Ak,- Give it way, ’tis now no time to stop it. 

Enter Lancelot. 

Lane, Sir, I have bought 
Fresh horses; and as you respedl your life. 

Speedily back ’em; the Archers of the Kings guard 
Arc every where in quest of you. 

Lh, My life? 

Perfeh all such with thee that wish it longer, 

Let It but clear Calista^ innocence, [Strikes Lancelot. 
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And Nestor\ Age, to mine was Youth, Til flye 
To meet the rage of my incensed King, 

And wish his favourites Ghost appear’d in Flames, 

To urge him to revenge; let all the tortures 
That Tyranny e’re found out circle me, 

Provided Justice set Calista free. 

[Exeunt Lisander, Alcidon, and Lancelot. 
Ale, ril follow him. 

Lid, I am rooted here. (dangers. 

Fry, Remember your dear friends last request, your sisters 
With the aids that you may lend her. 

Ltd, ’Pray you support me, 

My Legs deny their Office. 

Clar, I grow still 

Farther engag’d unto his matchless vertues, 

And I am dead indeed, until I pay 

The debt I owe him in a noble way. [Exeunt, 

ASlus Quintus, Scena Prima, 

Enter Dorilaus, and Servant, 

D(fr, 'T^Hou hast him safe? 

X Serv. As fast as locks can nuke him; 

He must break through three doors, and cut the throats 
Of ten tall fellows, if that he ’scape us; 

Besides, as far as I can apprehend, 

He hath no such invention, for his looks 

Arc full of penitence. ^ 

Dor, Trust not a Knaves look. 

They are like a Whores Oathr; 

How docs my poor Daughter 
Brook her restraint? 

Serv, With such a resolution 

As well becomes your Lordships Child. [KnaeJ^ witMm 

Dor. Who’s that? 

Enter Lemure. 

Serv, Monsieur Lemure. 

Dor, This is a special fevour, 

And may stand an example in the Court 
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For courtcsie; tt is the Clients duty 
To wait upon his Patron; you prevent me, 

That am your humble Suitor. 

Lm. My near place 

About the King, though it swell others, cannot 
Make me forget wAirth and Age, which may 
Challenge much more resped; and I am sorry 
That my endeavours for you have not met with 
The good success I wish’d; I mov’d the King 
With my best advantage both of time and place, 

Pth’ favour of your Daughter. 

Dor. How do you find his Majesty affefted? 

Lem. Not to be 

Sway’^ from the rigour of the Law; yet so far 
The rarity of the Cause hath won upon him, 

That he resolves to have in his own person 
The hearing of it; her tryal will be noble, 

And to my utmost strength, where I may serve her 
My aids shall not be wanting. 

Dor. I am your servant. 

Lem. One word more; if you love Lhanders life, 
Advise him, as he tenders it, to keep 
Out of the way; if he be apprehended. 

This City cannot ransom him; so good morrow. [£xit. 

Dor. All happiness attend you; go thy ways. 

Thou hast a cleat, and noble soul; for thy sake 
ril hold that ma| , mu. ’ enemy, who dares mutter, 

The Court is i^irf^the spiere where vertuc moves, 

Humanity, and f i^oblencss waiting on her. 

Enter^ Servant. 

Serv. Two Gentlemen (but what they are I know not, 
Their faces arc so muffl’d) press to see you. 

And will not be deny’d. 

Dor. What e’r they are, T am too old to fear. 

Sertf. They need no Usher, they make their own way. 

Enter Lisander, Alcidon. 

Dor. Take you yours, Lisander \ [Exit Servant. 

My joy to sec you, and my sorrow for 
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The danger you are in, contend so here, 

Though different passions, nay oppos’d in Nature, 

I know not which to entertain. (justice, 

Lis. Your hate should win the viftory from hothf, with „ 
You may look on me as a Homicide, 

A man whose life is forfeited to the Law, 

But if (howe’r I stand accus’d) in thought 
I sin’d against Oleanders life, or live 
Guilty of the dishonour of your Daughter, 

May all the miseries that can fall on man 
Here, or hereafter, circle me. 

Dor. To me this protestation’s useless, I embrace you. 
As the preserver of my life, the man 
To whom my son ows his, with life, his honour. 

And howsoever your affeftion 

To my unhappy Daughter, though it were 

(For I have sifted her) in a noble way, 

Hath printed some taint on her fame, and brought 
Her life in question, yet I would not purchase 
The wish’d recovery of her reputation. 

With strong assurance of her innocence 
Before the King her Judge, with certain loss 
Of my Lisandery for whose life, if found. 

There’s no redemption; my excess of love, 

(Though to enjoy you one short day would lengthen 
My life a dozen years) boldly commands me. 

Upon my knees, which yet were never bent, 

But to the King and Heaven, to entreat you # 

To flye hence with all possible speed, ana leave 
Calista to her fortune. ^ 

Lis. O blessed Saints, forsake her in afEi^tion? can you 
Be so unnatural to your own bloud. 

To one so well deserving, as to value 
My safety before hers? shall innocence 
In her be branded, and my guilt escape 
Unpunish’d? does she suffer so much for me, 

For me unworthy, and shall I decline 
(Eating the bitter bread of banishment) 

The course of Justice to draw out a life? 
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Which being uncompeird, laid down will clear her, 

And wiite her name anew in the fair legend 
Of the best women? seek not to disswade me, 

I will not, like a careless Poet, spoil 
^s»The last Aft of my Play, till now applauded, 

By giving the World just cause to say, I fear’d 
Death more than loss of Honour. 

Dor, But suppose Heaven hath design’d some 
Other saving means for her deliverance? 

Lis, Other means? that is 
A mischief above all I have groan’d under; 

Shall any other pay my debt, while I 
Write my self Bankrupt? or Calista owe 
The least beholdingness for that which she 
On all the bonds of gratitude I have seal’d to, 

May challenge from me to be freely tender’d? 

Avert it mercy! I will go to my Grave, 

Without the curses of my Creditors; 

I’ll vindicate her fair name, and so cancel 
My obligation to her, to the King, 

To whom I stand accountable for the loss 
Of two of his lov’d subjefts lives. I’ll offer 
Mine own in satisfaftion, to Heaven 
I’ll pay my true Repentance, to the times, 

Present, and future. I’ll be register’d 
A memorable President to admonish 
Others, however valiant, not to trust 
To their abilities to dare, and do. 

And much less for the airy words of Honour, 

And false stamp’d reputation to shake off 
The Chains of their Religiofi and Allegiance, 

The principal means appointed to prefer 

Societies and Kingdoms. [Exit, 

Dor, Let’s not leave him; his mind’s much troubled. 

Jk, Were your Daughter free, 

Since from her dangers his distraftion rises. 

His cause is not so desperate for the slaughter 
Of CbridoHy and Chrysanthesj but it may 
Find passage to the mercy of the King, 

The motives urg’d in his defence, that forc’d him 
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To aft that bloudy Scene. ‘ 

Dor. Heaven can send ayds, 

When they are least expefted, let us walk, 

The hour of tryal draws near. 

Jlci. May It end well. \ExeunU 

Enter Olinda, and Lidian. 

OIL That for my love you should turn Hermit Lidian^ 
As much amazes me, as your report Clarangdt dead. 

L\d\. He is so, and all comforts 
My youth can hope for. Madam, with him buried; 

Nor had I ever left my cell, but that 
He did injoin me at his death to shed 
Some tears of friendship on his Monument, 

And those last Rites perform’d, he did [b]equcath you 
As the best legacic a friend could give, 

Or I indeed could wish to my embraces. 

0//. ’Tis still more strange, is there no foul play in it? 
I must confess I am not sorry Sir 
For your fair fortune; yet ’tis fit I grieve 
The most untimely death of such a Gentleman, 

He was my worthy Servant. 

Lid, And for this acknowledgment, if I could prize you^ at 
A higher rate I should, he was my friend; 

My dearest friend. 

Oil. But how should I be assur’d Sir 
(For slow belief is the best friend of truth) 

Of this Gentlemans death ? if I should credit it, 

And afterward it fall out contrary, 

How am I sham’d** how is your vertuc tainted? 

Lid, There IS a Frier that came along with me, 

His business to deliver you a Letter 

From dead Clarange: You shall hear his Testimoiiie* 

Father, my reverend Father, look upon him, 

Such holy men arc Authors of no Fables. 

Enter Clarange, (with a Letter writ out) and Frier. 

OH. They should not be, their lives and their optmons, 
Like brightest purest flames should still burn upward^ 

To me Sir? [delivers the Letter. 
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Chr, If you are the fitir OUnda — 

Friir. I do not like these cross points. 

Clar. Give me leave, I am nearest to my self. What I have 
Shall be pursu’d: you must not over-rule me. (plotted 

Olu Do you put the first hand to your own undoing? 
Play to betray your game? Mark but this letter. 

Lady I am come to claim your noble promise, [Reud$. 
If you be Mistris of your word, ye are mine, 

I am last return’d: your riddle is dissolv’d, 

And I attend your faith. Your humble servant Clarange, 

Is this the Frier that saw him dead? 

Lid. ’Tis he. 

Clarange on my life: I am defeated: 

Such reverend habits juggle? my true sorrow 
For a false friend not worth a tear derided? 

Fri, You have abus’d my trust. 

0//. It is not well, nor like a Gentleman. 

Clar. All stratagems 

In love, and that the sharpest war, are lawfull, 

By your example I did change my habit, 

Caught you in your own toyle, and triumph in it, 

And what by policy’s got, I will maintain 
With valour, no Lisander shall come in again to fetch you off. 
Lid. His honour’d name 

PronountM by such a treacherous tongue is tainted. 

Maintain thy treason with thy sword? With what 
Contempt I hear it! in a Wilderness 
I durst cncoimter it, and would, but that 
In my retired hours, not counterfeited 
As thy religious shape was, I have learn ’d 
When Justice may determine such a cause. 

And of such weight as this fair Lady is, 

Must not be put to fortune, I appeal 

Unto the King, and he whose wisedom knows 

To do his subjefts right in their estates, 

Ai graciously with judgement will determine 
In points or honour. 

Oil* rie steer the same course with you. 

Ckr. Pie stand the tryal. 

Fn*. What have you done? or what intend you? 
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Cla. Ask not; Tie come off with honour. [Exeunt 

Enter Beronte, Clarinda, Malfort, a Bar set forthy Officers. 

Ber. Be constant in your proofs: should you shrink back 
Your life must answer it, nor am I safe. (now, 

My honour being engag’d to make that good 
Wnich you affirm. 

Clar, I am confident, so dearly 
I honour’d my dead Lord, that no respeft. 

Or of my Ladies bounties (which were great ones 
I must confess) nor of her former life. 

For while that she was chast, indeed I lov’d her, 

Shall hinder me from lending my assistance 

Unto your just revenge — mine own I mean, [Aside. 

If Leon keep far off enough, all’s secure: 

Lisander dares not come in, modest blushes 
Parted with me long since, and impudence 
Arm’d with my hate, unto her innocence shall be 
The weapon I will fight with now. 

Ber, The rack 

Being presented to you, you’l roar out 
What you conceal yet. 

Mai. Conceal? I know nothing 
But that I shall be hang’d, and that I look for. 

It is my destiny, I ever had 
A hanging Icxik; and a wise woman told me. 

Though I had not the heart to do a deed 
Worthy the halter, in my youth or age, 

I should take a turn with a wry mouth, and now 
’Tis come about: I have pen’d mine own ballad 
Before my condemnation, in feac' 

Some rimer should prevent me: here’s my Lady? 

Would I were in heaven, or a thousand miles hence, 

That I might not blush to look on her. 

Enter Dorilaus, Calista, Olinda. 

Dor. You behold this preparation, and the enemies 
Who are to fight against your life, yet if 
You bring no witness here, that may convince ye 
Of breach of faith to your Lords bed, and hold up 
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Unspotted hands before the King, this tryal 
You are to undergo, will but refine, 

And not consume your honour. 

CaL How confirm’d 
I am here, whatsoever F^te falls on me. 

You shall have ample testimony; till the death 
Of my dear Lord, to whose sad memory 
I pay a mourning widows tears, I liv’d 
Too happy in my holy-day trim of gloric, 

And courted with felicitie, that drew on me. 

With other helps of nature, as of fortune, 

The envie, not the love of most that knew me, 

This made me to presume too much, perhaps 
Too proud; but I am humbled; and if now 
I do make it apparent, I can bear 
Adversity with such a constant patience 
a^s will set off my innocence, I hope Sir, 

In your declining age, when I should live 
A comfort to you, you shall have no cause, 

How e’re I stand accus’d, to hold your honour 
Ship-wrack’d in such a Daughter. 

Qlu O best friend, my honour’s at the stake too, for — 
Dor. Be silent; the King. 

Enter Kingy Lemure, and Attendants. 

Lem. Sir, if you please to look upon 
The Prisoner, and the many services 
Her Father hath done for you — 

King. We must look on 
The cause, and not the persons. Yet beholding 
With an impartial eye, th’ exeelhng beauties 
Of this fair Lady, which we did believe 
Upon report, but till now never saw ’em. 

It moves a strange kind of compassion in me; 

Let us survey you nearer, she’s .a book 
To be with care perus’d; and ’tis my wonder, 

If such mishapen guests, as lust and murthcr, 

At any price should ever find a lodging 
In such a beauteous Inne* Mistake us not, 

Though we admire the outward structure, if 

B.-F. V. 
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The rooms be foul within, cxpeft no fevour, 

I were no man, if I could look on beautic 
Distress’d, without some pity; but no King, 

If any superficial gloss of feature 

Could work me to decline the course of Justice. 

But to the cause, Cleander^s death, what proofs 
Can you produce against her? 

Ber, Royal Sir, touching that point my Brothers death, 
We build on suppositions. (demn’d 

King, Suppositions? how? Is such a Lady Sir to be ebn- 
On suppositions? 

Ber, They are well grounded Sir: 

And if we make it evident she is guilty 

Of the first crime we charge her with, Adulterie, 

That being the parent, it may find belief, 

That murther was the issue. 

King, We allow 

It may be so; but that it may be, must not 
Infer a necessary consequence 
To cast away a Ladies life. What witnesses 
To make this good? 

Ber, The principal, this woman. 

For many years her servant; she hath taken 
Her oath in Court. Come forward. 

King, By my Crown a lying face. 

Clar, I swore Sir for the King: 

And if you arc the partie, as I do 
Believe you are, for you have a good face, 

How ever mine appears, swearing for you Sir, 

I ought to have my oath pass. 

King, Impudent too? wc21, what have you sworn? 

Clar, That this Lady was 
A goodljr tempting Lady, as she is: 

How thinks your Majestie? and I her servant, 

Her officer as one would say, and trusted 
With her closest Chamber-service; that Lhandtr 
Was a fine timber’d Gentleman, and aftive, 

That he cou’d do fine gambolls 
To make a Lady metric; that this pair, 

A very loving couple, mutually 
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Afiefled one another: so much for them Sir* 

That I, a simple waiting-woman, having taken 
My bodily oath, the first night of admittance 
Into her Ladiships service, on her slippers, 

(That was the book) to serve her will in all things, 

And to know no Religion but her pleasure, 

’Tis not yet out of fashion with some Ladies; 

That I, as the premisses shew, being commanded 
To do my funftion, in conveyance of 
Luander to her chamber, (my Lord absent, 

On a pretended sickness) did the feat, 

(It cannot be deny’d) and at dead mid-night 
Left 'cni together; what they did, some here 
Can easily imagine! I have said, Sir. 

Dor, The Devils Oratrix. 

King, Then you confess you were her Bawd? 

Clar, That’s course, her Agent Sir. 

King, So, goodie Agent? and you think there is 
No pmiishment due for you[r] agentship? 

Clar, Let her suffer first, 

Being my better, for adulterie. 

And ric endure the Muldl impos’d on Bawds, 

Call it by the worst name. 

Cal, Live I to hear this? 

King, Take her aside. Your answer to this Lady? 

Cal, Heav’n grant me patience: to be thus confronted, 
(O pardon Roy*{l Sir a womans passion) 

^ one, and this the worst of my mis-fortunes, 

That was my slave, but never to such ends Sir, 

Would give a statue motion into furic: 

Let my pass’d life, my actions; nay intentions. 

Be by my grand accuser justly censur’d, 

(For her I scorn to answer) and if they 
Yield any probability of truth 
In that she urges, tnen I will <jonfess 
A guilty cause; the peoples voyce, which is 
The voyce of truth, my husbands tenderness 
In his afie^ion to me, that no dotage 
But a reward, of humbleness, the friendship 
Bcho’d through Frame between him and Lhander^ 
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AU make against her; for him, in his absence, 

(What ever imputation it draw on me) 

I must take leave to speak: ’tis true, he lovM me. 

But not m such a wanton way, his reason 
Master’d his passions: I grant I had 
At mid-night conference with him; but if he 
Ever receiv’d a farther favour from me, 

Than what a Sister might give to a Brother, 

May I sink quick: and thus much, did he know 
The shame I suffer for him, with the loss 
Of his life for appearing, on my soul 
He would maintain. 


Enter Lisander, and Alcidon. 

Lisa, And will, thou clear example of womens pureness. 
King, Though we hold her such, 

Thou hast express’d thy self a desperate fool. 

To thrust thy head into the Lions jawes. 

The justice of thy King. 

Ltsan, I came prepar’d for’t. 

And offer up a guilty life to clear 

Her innocence; the oath she took, I swear to; 

And for Oleanders death, to purge my self 
From any colour malice can paint on me. 

Or that she had a hand in’t, I can prove 
That fetal night when he in his own house fell, 

And many daies before, I was distant from it 
A long dales journey. 

Clarin, 1 am caught. 

Ber, If so. 

How came your sword into this stewards hands? stand forth. 

MaL 1 have heard nothing that you spake: 

I know I must dye, and what kind of death 
Pray you resolve me, I shall go away else 
In a qualm; I am very faint. 


Enter Leon, Servants^ and Guard, 

King, Carry him off, his fear will kill him. [E;r. with 
Dof, Sir, ’twas my anibition. 

My Daughters reputation being wounded 
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Pth’ general opinion, to have it 

Cur’d by a publick trial; I had else 

Forborn your Majesties trouble: I’le bring forth 

Cleanders murtherer, in a wood I heard him 

As I rode sadly by, unto himself 

With some compundlion, though this devil had none^ 

Lament what he had done, cursing her lust, 

That drew him to that blody fa£t. 

Le, To lessen 

The foulness of it, for which I know justly 
I am to suffer, and with my last breath 
To free these innocents, I do confess all; 

This wicked woman only guilty with me. 

Claris Is’t come to this? thou puling Rogue, dye thou 
With prayers in thy mouth; Tie curse the laws 
^ which I suffer, all I grieve for is, 

That I dye unreveng’d. 

, Leon, But one word more Sir, 

*And 1 have done; I was by accident where 
Lisander met with CloridoHy and Clhlrysanthes^ 

Wfe an ear witness when he sought for peace, 

Nay, begg’d it upon colder terms than can 
Almost find credit, his past deeds considered. 

But they deaf to his reasons, severally 
Assaulted him, but such was his good fortune, 

That both fell. under it; upon my death 
I take it uncompel’d, that they were guilty 
Of their own violent ends; and he against 
His will, the instrument. 

Aki, This I will swear too, for I was not far off. 

Dor, They have allcdg’d* 

As much to wake your sleeping mercy. Sir, 

As all the Advocates of France can plead 
In Jiis defence. 

King, The criminal judge ^hall sentence 
These to their merits — with mine own hand, Lady, 

J like you from the bar and do my self 

PiUnouiicc you innocent. [Ex. with Leon, am/Clari. 

AU, Long live the King. 

King, And to confirm you s^nd high in our favour, 
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And as some rccompcnce for what you have 
With too much rigour m your trial suffered; 

Ask what you please, becoming me to grant, 

And be possest of ’t. 

Cai. Sir, I dare not doubt 
Your royal promise, in a King it is 
A strong assurance, that emboldens me 
Upon my humble knees to make my boon, 

Lisanderh pardon. 

Dor, My good Genius did prompt her to it. 

Ld[m], At your feet thus prostrate, I second her petition. 
A lei. Never King 

PourM forth his mercie on a worthier subject. 

Ber, To witness my repentance for the wrong 
In my unjust suspicion I did both; 

I join in the same suit. 

Lis, The life you give, 

Still ready to lay down for your service, 

Shall be against your enemies imploy’d, 

Nor hazarded in brawles. 

All, Mercie, dread Sir. 

King, So many pressing me, and with such reasons 
Moving compassion, I hope it will not 
Be censur’d levity in me, though I borrow 
In this from justice to relieve my mercy; 

I grant his pardon at your intercession, 

But still on this condition; you Lhandery 
In expiation of your guilt, shall build # 

A monument for my Cloridony and C[h]rysanthesi 
And never henceforth draw a Sword, but when 
us you arc commanded, in* defence of 
The flower dc Luce, and after one years sorrow 
For your dear friend, Oleanders wretched fate, 

Marry Calista, 

Enter Lidian. 

Lis, On your sacred hand, I vow to do it seriously. 
Lid, Great Sir, stay, ^ 

Leave not your seat of justice, till you have 
Given sentence in a cause ms much important 
ISO 
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As this you have determined. 

King, Lidhtti 

Enter Clarange, and Frier. 

Lid, He Sir, your humblest subjeft, I accuse Clarangt 
Of falshood in true friendship at the height; 

We both were suiters to this Lady, both 
Injoyn’d one pennance. 

Clar, Trouble not the King 
With an unnecessarie repetition 
Of what the court’s familiar with already. 

Kin, Clarange ? 

Dor, With a shaven crown? 

Olin, Most strange. 

Clar, Look on thy rival, your late servant, Madam, 
But now devoted to a better Mistris, 

The Church, whose orders I have took upon me: 

I here deliver up my interest to her; 

And what was got with cunning as you thought, 

I simply thus surrender: heretofore, 

You did outstrip me in the race of friendship, 

I am your equal now. 

Dor, A suit soon ended. 

Clar, And joyning thus your hands, I know both willing, 
I may do in the Church my Friers Office 
In marrying you. 

Lid, Thq victory is yours,. Sir. 

King, It is a glorious one, and well sets of[f] 

Our, Scene of mercy ; to the dead we tender 
Our sorrow, to the living ample wishes 
Of future happiness: ’tis a •Kings duty 
To prove himself a Father to his subjects : 

And I shall hold it if this well succeed, 

A meritorious, and praise worthy deed. 


[Exeunt, 
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Prologue. 

A Story^ and a known one^ long since writy 

Truth must take place^ and by an able witj 
Foul moutFd detraSfion daring not deny 
To give so much to Fletchers memory^ 

If sOy some may objeSfy why then do you 
Present an old piece to us for a new? 

Or wherefore will your profest IV riter be 
(Not tax'd of theft before) a Plagiary? 

To this he answers in his just defencey 

And to maintain to all our Innocence y 

Thus muchy though he hath travelled the same wayy 

Demandingy and receiving too the pay 

For a new Poemy you may find it duey 

He having neither cheated uSy nor you *, 

He voweSy and deeplyy that he did no\f] spare 

The utmost of his sttengthsy and his best care 

In the reviving tty and though his powers 

Could not as he desiredy in three short hours 

Contrast the SubjeSty and much less express 

The changeSy and the various passages 

That will be look'd fory you may hear this day 

Some Scenes that will confirm it is a playy 

He being ambitious that it should be known 

IV hat's good was Fletchers, and what ill his own. 


Epilogue. 

S Till doubtfully and perplex'd tooy whether he 
Hath done Fletcher right in this HistorUy 
The Poet sits withiUy since he must know //, 

Hi with respeSf desires that you would shew it 
By some accustomed sigUy if from *our a^ioHy 
Or his indeavours you meet satisfa^ioHy 
With ours hi hath his endsy we hope the hesty 
To make that certainty in you doth rest. 
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Act I 


A^us Primus. Scena Prima. 

Enter Alphonso, Curio, and Seberto. 

Curio Olgnior Alphonso, ye are too rugged to her, 

^ Believe too full of harshness. 

Alpho Yes, it seems so. 

^eh, A Father of so sweet a child, so happy, 

Fye, Sir, so excellent in all endowments, 

In blessedness of beauty, such a mirror. 

Alph. She is a fool, away. 

Seb, Can ye be angry? 

Can any wind blow rough, upon a blossom 
So fair, and tender? Can a Fathers nature, 

A noble Fathers too? 

Alp, All this is but prating: 

Let her be rul’d; let her observe my humour, 

With my eyres let her see; with my ears listen; 

I am her Father: I begot her, bred her, 

And I will make her — 

Cur, No doubt ye may compel her. 

But what a mischievous, unhappy fortune 
May wait upon this will of yours, as commonly 
Such forcings ever end in hates and ruincs. 

Alph, Is’t not a man I wish her to? a strong manj^ ' 
What can she have? what could she have? a Gentlein;an? 
A young man ? and an able man ? a rich man ? 

A handsome man? a valiant man? do you majrk me? 

None of your pieced-com pan ions, your pin’d-Gallants, 

That flie to fitters, with every flaw of weather: 

None of your impt bravadoes: Vhat can she ask more? 

Is not a metal’d man fit for a woman? 

A strong chin’d-man? I’lc not be fool’d, nor flurted* 

Seb, I grant ye Roderigo is all these. 

And a brave Gentleman: must it therefore follow 
Upon necessity she must doat upon him? „ 

Will ye allow no liberty in choosing? 

Cur, Alas she is tender yet. 

Alp, Enough, enough, enough, Sir: 

She is malleable: she’ll endure the hammer, 
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And why not that strong workman that strikes deepest? 

Let me k;now that! she is fifteen, with the vantage, 

And if she be not ready now for mannage — 

Seb. You know he is a banish’d man: an Out-law; 
And how he lives: his nature rough, and bloody 
^ customary Rapines: now, her sweet humour 
That is as oasie as a calm, and peaceful. 

All her afFeftions, like the dews on Roses, 

Fair as the flowers themselves: as sweet and gentle: 

How would you have these meet? 

jf/p, A bed, a bed, Sir: 

Let her be the fairest Rose, and the sweetest. 

Yet I know this fair Rose must have her prickles: 

I grant ye Roderigo is an out-Law. 

An casie composition calls him in again, 

He is a valiant man, and he is a rich man. 

And loves the fool: a little rough by custom: 

She’l like him ten times better. She’l doat upon him, 

If ere they come to grapling, run mad for him; 

But there is another in the wind, some Castrel 
That hovers over her, and dares her daily. 

Some flickring slave. 

Cur, I dare not think so poorly. 

Alp, Something there is, and must be: but I shall scent it 
And hunt it narrowly. 

Seb, I never saw her yet 
Mak« ofier at the least glance of affeftion. 

But still so modest, wise — 

Alp, They are wise to gull us. 

^Therc was a fellow, old Ferando\ son, 

I must confess handsome, ffut my enemy, 

And the whole family I hate: young PedrOy 
That fellow I have seen her gaze upon. 

And turn, and gaze again, and make such offers. 

As if she would shoot her ^es like Meteors at him: 

But that cause stands removed. 

Cur, You need not doubt him. 

For long since as ’twas thought on a griev’d Conscience, 

He left his Father, and his Friends: more pity: 

For truth reports he was a noble Gentleman. 
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Alp. Let him be what he will: he was a beggar^ 

And there Fie leave him. 

The more the Court must answer; 

But ccrtainljr I think, though she might favour him, 

And love his goodness, as he was an honest man: 

She never with loose eyes stuck on his person. 

Alp, She is so full of Conscience too, and charity, 

And outward holiness, she will undo me: 

Relieves more Beggars, than an Hospital; 

Enter Alinda, and Juletta. 

And all poor Rogues, that can but say their prayers, 

And tune their pipes to Lamentations, 

She thinks she is bound to dance to: good morrow to you. 
And that’s as ye deserve too. you know my mind. 

And study to observe it: do it cheerfully, 

And readily, and home. 

Alin, I shall obey ye. 

But, noble Sir. 

Alp, Come, come, away with your flatteries, 

And your fine phrases. 

Cur, Pray ye be gentle to her. 

Alp, I know ’em ; and know your feats: if you will find me 
Noble and loving, seek me in your duty. 

You know I am too indulgent. 

Seh, Alas, poor Lady. 

Alp, To your devotions: I take no good thing from you. 
Come Gentlemen; leave pitying, and moaning of her 
And praising of her vertues. and her whim-whams. 

It makes her proud, and sturdy. 

Seh, Cur, Good hours wait oVi ye. [Mxiunt. 

Alin, I thank ye, Gentlemen. I want such Comforts; 

I would thank you too Father: but your cruelty 
Hath almost made me senseless of my duty, 

Yet still I must know: would i had known nothing. 

^ What Poor attend my charity to day, wench? 

Jul, Of all sorts, Madam; your open handed bounty 
flock every hour: some worth your pity, 

But others that have made a trade of begging. 

Alin, Wench, if they ask it truly, I must give it: 
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It takes away the holy use of charity 
To examine wants. 

yuL I would you would be merry: 

A cheerful giving hand, as I think, Madam, 

Requires a heart as chcarful. 

Jlin. Alas Juktta^ 

What is there to be merry at? what joy now, 

Unless we fool our own afflictions, 

And make them shew ridiculous? 
yui. Sure, Madam, 

You could not seem thus serious, if you were married, 

Thus sad, and full of thoughts. 

Alin, Married? to whom, wench? 

Thou thinkst if there be a young handsome fellow. 

As those are plentiful, our cares are quenched then. 

JuL Madam, I think a lusty handsome fellow 
If he be kind, and loving, and a right one. 

Is even as good a Pill, to purge this melancholy, 

As ever Galen gave, I am sure more natural: 

And merrier for the heart, than Wine and Saffron: 

Madam, wanton youth is such a Cataplasme. 

Alin, Who has been thy Tutor, Wench ? 
yul. Even my own thoughts, Lady : 

For though I be bar’d the liberty of taking. 

Yet I can think unhappily, and as near the mark, Madam, 
’Faith, mzrry, and be merry. 

Alin. Who will have me? 

Who will be troubled with a pettish Girl? 

It may be proud, and to that vice expenceful? 

Who can assure himself, I shall live honest? 
yul. Let every man take his fortune. 

Alin. And o* my Conscience 
If once I grow to breeding, a whole Kingdom 
Will not contain my stock. 

yul. The more the mey^rier: 

HTis brave to be a mother of new Nations. 

Alin. Why, I should bury a hundred Husbands. 
yul. ’Tis no matter! 

As long as ye leave sufficient men to stock ye. 

Alin. Is this thy mirth? are these the joyes of marriage? 
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Away light-batded fool; are these contentments? 

If I could find a man — 

JuL You may a thousand. 

Alin, Mecr men I know I may: and there a Woman 
Has liberty, (at least she’l venture for it) 

To be a monster and become the time too; 

But to enjoy a man, from whose example 
(As from a compass) we may steer our fortunes, 

Our adtions, and our age; and safe arrive at 
A memory that shall become our ashes. 

Such things are few, and far to seek; to find ortc 
That can but rightly mannage the wild beast, Woman, 

And sweetly govern with her. But no more of this. Wench, 

’Tis not for thy discourse: Let’s in, and see 

What poor afRidled wait our charity. [E^mnU 

SCENE II. 

Enter a Porter^ 4 BeggerSy Pedro, and a Pilgrim, 

Por, Stand off, and keep your ranks : twenty foot further : 
There louse your selves with reason and discretion. 

The Sun shines warm : the farther still the better. 

Your beasts will bolt anon, and then ’tis dangerous, 

1 Beg, Heaven bless our Mistris, 

Por, Does the crack go that way? 

*Twill be o’th’ other side anon. 

2 Beg, Pray ye friend. (coat 

Por, Your friend ? and why your friend ? why goodman turn- 

What dost thou see within me, or without me, ^ 

Or what itch dost thou know upon me, tell me, 

That I should be thy friend? wbat do I look like 
Any of thy acquaintance hung in Gibbets? 

Hast thou any Friends, Kindred, or Alliance, 

Or any higher ambition, than an Alms-basket? 

2 Beg, I would be your wojships friend. 

Por, So ye shall, Sirrah, 

When I quarter the same louse with ye. 

2 Beg, ’Tis twelve o’clock. 

For, ’T IS ever so with thee, when thou hast done scratching^ 
For that provokes thy stomach to ring noon; 
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O the infinito Seas of Porridge thou hast swallowM! 

And yet thou lookst as if they had been but Glystersj 
Thbu Ibedst abundance, thou hadst need of sustenance $ 
Alms do you call it to relieve these Rascals? 

Enter Alphonso, Curio, and Seberto, 

Nothing but a general rot of sheep can satisfie ’em. 

dlp^ Did not I tell you, how she wouM undo me? 
What Marts of Rogues, and Beggers! 

’Tis charity 

Methinks, you are bound to love her for — 

Alp, Yes, I warrant ye. 

If men could rale to Heaven in Porridge-pots, (make! 

With masts of Beef, and Mutton, what a Voyage should I 
What arc all these? 

I Beg, Poor people, and *t like your worship. 

Wretched poor people. 

3 Beg, Very hungry people. 

Alp, And very Lousy. 

4 Big, Yes forsooth, so, so. 

Por, rie undertake five hundred head about ’em, 

And that’s no needy Grasier. 

Alp, What are you? 

Pil, Strangers that come to wonder at your charity. 
Yet people poor enough to beg a blessing. 

Cur, Use them with favour. Sir, their shews arc reverent, 
It items ye arc holy Pilgrtmsl 
Pil, Ye guess right, Sir, 

And bound far oflF, to offer our devotions. 

Alp, What make ye this way? we keep no Reliques here. 
Nor holy Shrines. , 

Pil, The holiest we ere heard of j 
Ye keep a living monument of goodness, 

A Daughter of that pious excellence, 

The very Shrines of Saints ^ink at her vertucs. 

And swear they cannot hold pace with her pieties. 

We come to see this Lady: not with prophane eyes, 

Nor wanton bloods, to doat upon her beauties, 

But throi^ our t^ious wayes to beg her blessings. 

Alp, This is a new way of begging, and a neat one, 
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And this crici^'nntony for reward, good store tooj 
These commendations beg not with bag, and bqttle; 

Well, well, the Sainting of thfs Woman, Gentlemei#!^" 

I know what it must come to: these Women Saints 
Are plaguy heavy Saints: they out-weigh a he-saint 
Three thousand thick; I know: I feel. 

Seh, Ye are more afraid than hurt, Sir. 

J/p, Have you your commendations ready too? 

He bows, and nods. 

Cur. A handsome well built person. 

Jlp. What Country-craver are you? nothing but motion? 
A puppet-Pilgnm ? 

PiL He’s a stranger. Sir; 

This four days I have Travel’d in his Company, 

But little of his business, or his Language 
As yet I have understood. 

Seb, Both young and handsome, 

Only the Sun has been too saucy with him. (blessing 

Alp. Would ye have mony. Sir, or meat? what kind of 
Does your devotion look for? Still more ducking? 

Be there any Saints, that understand by signs only? 

More motion yet^^ this is the prettiest Pilgrim, 

The pink of Pilgrims: Fie be for ye. Sir; 

Do ye discourse with signs? ye are heartily welcome: 

A poor viaticum; very good gold. Sir: 

But holy men affedt a better treasure. 

I kept it for your goodness, but ne’rtheless 

Since it can prove but burthensome to your holiness, 

And that you afFedt light prayer, fit for carriage, 
rie put this up again. 

Cur. Ye are too unrevercnt.r 

A Ip. Ye talk too broad ! must I give way, and wealth too 
To every toy, that carries a grave «ccmingr 
Must my good Angels wait on him? if the proud hilding 
Would yield but to my will, apd know her duty 
I ktiow what I would suffer. 

S^. Good Sir, be patient, 

The wrongs ye do these men, may li^ht on you, 

Too heavy too: and then you will wish you had said less; 
A comely and sweet usage becomes strangers, 
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dmll httire half die Kingdom stmngen shor^i 
An4 thia fend prodigalitf be suflerM; 

But I must be an Ass^ see *em relieved^ sirrah ; 

If 1 were young again, I would sooner get Bear-whelpSi 
And safer too, than any of these she-saints, 

But I will break her. 

Can Such a face for certain. 

Me thinks I have seen it too: but we are cozen’d; 
But fair befal thee Pilgrim, thou lookst lovely. 

Par. Will ye troop up, ye Porridge Regiment? 

Enter Alinda, and Julctta. 

Captain Poors quarter will ye move? 

ASm% Ye dull Knave, 

Are not these wretches served yet? 

Big, ’Bless my Mistris. 

Alin, Do you make sport. Sir, with their miseries? 

Ye drousie Rogue. 

Par. They are too high fed, Madam, 

Their stomachs arc a sleep yet. 

Alin, Serve ’em plentifully. 

Or I’lc serve you out next: even out o* doors, sirrah; 

And serve ’em quickly too. 

Beg, Heaven bless the Lady. 

Alin, Bless the good end I mean it for. 

Jul, I would I knew it: 

If it be for any mans sake. Tie cry Amen too. 

Well. Madam, ye have even as pretty a port of Pensioners. 

Alin, Vain-glory would seek more, and handsomer. 

But I appeal to vertue what my end is ; [£r. Begger$» 

What men arc these? * 

JuL It seems they arc holy Pilgrims: 

That handsome youth should suffer such a penance, 

Would I were even the Saint they make their vowes to, 
How easily 1 would grant! * 

PfX Heavens grace in-wheel ye: 

And all good thoughts, and prayers dwell about ye, 
Abundance be your friend; ana holy charity 
Be evCT at four hand to crown ye gioriona. 

AUn. I thank ye, Sir; peace guide your travels too, 
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And what you wish for most, end all your tmiblaii 
Remember me by this: and in your prayers 
When your strong heart melts, meditate my poor IbituHe^ 
P/7. All my Devotions wait upon your service* 

Alin. Are you of this Country, Sir? 

P/7. Yes, worthiest Lady, 

But far off bred ; my Fortunes farther from me. 

Alin. Gentle, I dare believe. 

Pil. I have liv’d freer. 

Alin. I am no inquisitor, that were too curious j 
Whatever Vow, or Penance pulls you on. Sir; 

Conscience, or Love, or stubborn Disobedience, 

The Saint ye kneel to, hear, and ease your travels. 

Pil. Yours nc’r begin; and thus I seal my Prpirers. 

{Exit* 

Alin. How constantly this man looks! how he sighs! 
Some great affliftion hatches his Devotions, 

Right holy Sir, how young, and sweet he suffers! 

Jul, Would I might suffer with him. 

Alin. He turns from us; 

Alas, he weeps too; something presses him 
He would reveal, but dare not; Sir, be comforted. 

Ye come for that; and take it; if it be want, Sir, 

To me ye appear so worthy of relieving, 

I am your Steward; Speak, and take; he’s dumb ^11; 

Now as I have a faith, this man so stirs me, . j. 

His modesty makes me afraid I have trespas^^ 

Jul. Would he wou’d stir me too, I like his shape well. 
Alin. May be he would speak alone; go Juktta^ 
AfHi£ted hearts fear their own motions. 

Be not far off. 

Jul. Would I were nearer to him, 

A young smug handsom holiness has no fellow. [Mxk* 
Al. Why do you grieve? do you find your penance ibaip? 
Or arc the vows ye’ve made « too mighty for ye? 

Does not the World allure ye to look back, 

And sorrow for the sweet time ye have lost? 

Ye are young, and fair; be not deluded, Sir, 

A manly made-up heart contemns these sha^ws, 

And yours appear no less, griefs for your fears, 
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Wor licwn for wrongs done rasiiy and ruddfi 

for ftml coniwpt^ for foiths ill violated, 
fecome foars well$ I dare not task four goodness; 

And dien a sorrow shews in his true glorf. 

When tihc' whole heart is excellently sorry, 

1 pmy ye he comforted. 

P#d. I am, dear Lady, 

And such a comfort ye have cast upon me, 

That though I struggle with mine own cal[a]mities 
Too migbtv, and too many for my mannage, 

And though, like angrv waves, they curl’d upon me. 
Contending proudly who should first devour me, 

Yet I would stem their danger. 

He speaks nobly; 

What do you want? 

Pid, All that can make me happy; 

I want my self. 

Jliti, Your self? who rob’d ye, Pilgrim? 

Why does he look so constantly upon me? 

I want my Hlf\ indeed, ye holy Wanderers 
Are said to seek much, but to seek your selves — 

Pivf. I seek my self, and am but my seifs shadow, 
’Have lost my self ; and now am not so noble. 

A&n. I seek wy self\ something I yet remember 
That bears that Motto; *tis not he, he’s younger. 

And iyr more tender; for that self-sake (Pilgrim) 

Be who it will, take this. 

iW. Your hand I dare take, 

That be far from me, La^, thus I kiss it, 

And thus I bless it too; Be constant fair stilly 
Mi And live to be a gredt example. [Exit. 

JSn. One word more (Pilgrim) has amaz’d me strangly, 
& tamtam fair still ; ’tis the raie here; 

And here without, Be good; he wept to see me. Juletta. 

• 

Exter Juletta. 

yid. 

, Take ^ts Kejr, and fetch me 

The ihaiygoU-Jevrel that lies in my little Cabinet; 

.1 thielt *t» tibat; what eyes had 1 to miss him? [Ex. Jul. 
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0 mc^ whftt thoughts? be had no beard then, and 
As 1 remember well, he was more ruddj. 

Enter Juletta. 

If this be he, he has a manly &ce yet, 

A goodly shape. 

JuL Here Madam. 

Alin, Let me see it; 

*Tis so true, it must be he, or nothing, 

He spake the words just as they stand engraven here: 

1 seek my self, and am but my selfe shadow; 

Alas, ^or man! didst thou not meet him, Julettai 
The Pilgrim, Wench? 

JuL He went by long ago, Madam. 

Alin, I forgot to give him something. 

Jul, *Twas ill done, Lady; 

For o* my troth, he is the handsomest man 
I saw this many a day; would he had all my wealth, 

And me to boot; what ails she to grow so sullen? 

Alin. Come, I forgot, but I will recompence it. 

[Exiunt^ 


Adlus Secundus. Scena Prima. 

Enter Alphonso, Curio, Scbcrto, Juletta» 

Porter^ and Servants. 

(solve me; 

Alph. /^AN she slip through a Cat-hde? tell me that; re- 
Can she flye in the air? is she a thing invisibie? 
Gone, and none know it! 

Seh. You amaze your servants. (ing^ 

Alph. Some pelting Rogue has watcht her hour of itch- 
And claw’d her, claw’d her, do you mark me? claw*d tw i 
Some that I foster up. 

Cur. Thev are all herq Sir. 

Alph. Let ^em be where they will, they arc arrant Rascals^ 
And by this hand. I’ll hang all. ^ 

Sib, Deal calmly; 

You will not give ’em time to answer ye. 

Al. I’ll choak ’em, hunish ’em, what say you, Wjtfailf 
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Ym knew her ntmd; you weie of coumd with ker» 

Tell mt^ Slid tell me true* 

Cun Ask with discretion* 

Discretion? hang discretion, hang jre all: 

Let me know where she is. 

y«/. Would you know o* me, Sir? 

AL O* thee, Sir? I, o’ thee, Sir; what art thou Sir? 
JuL Her woman, Sir, and’t like your Worship, Sir. 
Alpb. Her Bawd, her Fiddle-stick; 

Her Lady-fairy, to oyl the doors o’ nights. 

That they may open with discretion. 

Her Gin, her Nut-Crack. 

Jui ’Tis very well, Sir. 

Alpb* Thou ly^t; ’tis damnable ill, ’tis most abominable^ 
Will ye confess (Thing ?) 

JuL Say I were guilty, Sir; 

I would be bang’d before I would confess; 

Is this a World to confess in? 

Cur. Deal direftly. 

JuL Yes, if my matter lye direft before me; 

But when I am forc’d, and ferretted. 

Alph. Tell me the truth, 

And as I live, I’ll give thee a new Petticoat. 

„ JuL And you would give me ten, I would not tell ye, 
Truths bear a greater price than you are aware of. 

Sib. Deal modestly. 

JuL I do not pluck my Cloaths up. 

AL What say you. Sirrah? you? or you? arc ye dumb all? 
p9rt. I saw her last night, and’t shall like your Worship, 
When I serv’d in her Livery. 

AljjA. What’s that, SirraB? 

PwT* Her Chamber-pot, and’t please you. 

Sib. A new Livery. 

Alpk Where lay she? who lay with her? 

Port. In truth, not I, Sir; 

I lair with my fellow Frederick in the flea-Chamber, 

And’t like your Worship, we arc almost worried. 

JuL I left her by her self, in her own Closet, 

And there I thought she had slept. 

A^k Why lay you from her? 
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Aar# 

JuL It was her will I should; she is mjr Mistriss, 

Ana mv part is obedience. 

Alph, Were all the doors lock’d? 

Port. All mine. 

Ser. And mine; she could not get out those ways 
Unless she leapt the walls; and those are higher 
Than any Womans courage dare aspire at. 

Alph. Come, you must know. 

Cur. Conceal it not, but deal plain. 

JuL If I did know, and her trust lay upon me, 

Not all your angers nor your flatteries 

Should make me speak, but having no more interest 

Than I may well deliver to the air, 

ril tell ye what I know, and tell it liberally, 

I think she is gone, because we cannot find her; 

I think she is weary of your tyranny. 

And therefore gone; may be she is in love; 

May be in love, where you show no great liking, 

And therefore gone; May be some point of Conscience^ 

Or vow’d Devotion. 

Alph. These are nothing, minion; 

You that can aim at these, must know the truth too. 

JuL Any more truth than this if I knofp, hang me, 

Or where to search for it, if I make a Ive 
To gain your love, and envy my best Mistriss, 

Pin me against a wall with my heels upward* 

Alpb. Out of my doors. 

JuL That’s all my poor petition; 

For if your house were Gold, and she not in it. 

Sir, I should count it but a Cage to whistle in. 

Alph. Whore, if she be abbve ground, I will have bar* 

JuL I would live in a Coal-pit then, were I your daughter* 
Certain she does not know, Sir. 

Alph. Hang her, hang her; 

She knows too much; search all the house, all comars, 

And where ’tis possible she may go out, \Es(. Sirmn$$* 
If I do find your tricks. 

JuL Reward me for ’em. 

Or if I had such tricks, you could discover 

So wodc, and sleightly woven, you might look throogjh, 
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file Gtrb should hoot me out o* th* Parishl^ 

You ete my Master, but you own an anger 
jBeottmes a SchoobBoy that hath lost his Apples; 

WtU ye force thin|s into our knowledge? 

Come hither, Juletta^ thou didst love me. 

JuL And do stiip], 

You are my Ladies Father, and I reverence ye. 

Alph, Thou would’st have pleas’d my humour. 
yuL Any good way, 

That carried not suspicion in’t, or flattery, 

Or flail of trust. 

Come, come, thou wouldst have — 

Jul. Stay, Sir. 

Ai^. And thou hast felt my bounty for’t, and shalt do« 
Dost thou want Cloaths or Money? 

>/. Both. 

Alpb. ’Shalt have both. 

/ uL But not this way, I had rather be an Adamite, 
bring Fig-tree leaves into fashion again. 

If you were young, Sir, 

Handsome^ and fitted to a Womans appetite; 

And I a giddy-headed Girl, that car’d for nothing. 

Much might be done; then you might fumble with me. 
And think to grope out matters of some moment. 

Which now you will put too short for; 

For what you have seen hitherto 

And know by me, has been but honest service, 

Which I dare pin i’th’ market-place to answer; 

And let the World, the Flesh, and Devil examine it, 

And come you in too, I dare stand your strictest. 

And so much good may do*you, with your dreams of cour- 
Alpb* This is most monstrous. (tesie. 

Entir Porter^ and Servants, 

Sdt» Sure she does not know. Sir; 

She durst not be so confident, and guilty. (covered? 

Ai^. How now, what news ? what hopes and steps dis- 
ipeak any thing that’s good, that tends to th’ matter; 

Ilo you stand staring still f 

I We arc no gods, Sir, 
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To mf she is here or there, or what she is doing; 

But we have search’d. 

P^r/. I am sure she is not i’th’ Cellar; 

For look you, Sir, if she had been i’th’ Cellar — 

Alph. I am sure thou hast been there. 

Port. As I carried the matter. 

For I search’d every piece of Wine; yes sure, Sir, 

And every little Terse, that could but testifie; 

And I drew hard to bolt her out. 

Alph. Away with him; 

Fling him i’th’ Hay-mow, let him lye a mellowing; 

He stinks of Muskadel like an English Christmas -y 
Arc these your cares? your services? 

2 Serv, Pray ye hear. Sir, 

We have found where she went out, her very footing. 
Alph. Where, where? go on. 

Cur. Observe then with more stayedness. 

2 Ser, Searching the Garden at the little Postern 
That opens to the Park, we first discovered it. 

Alph. A little foot? 

I Serv. It must be hers, or none, Sir. 

Alph. How far beyond that? 

I SefV. To the Park it leads us, 

But there the ground being hard, we could not mark it. 

Alph. She always kept that Key; I was a Coxcomb, 
A Fool, an Ass, to give a Girl that liberty; 

Saddle my Horses, Rogues, ye drunken Varlets, 

Your precious diligence lies m Pint-pots, 

Your Brains in Butts, my Horses, ye pin-Buttocl^ 

You’ll bear me Company? 

Sih. We dare not leave ye,* 

Unless we found a quieter soul within ye. 

Cur. If we may do the Lady any service, 

Sweet, eentle Soul. 

Alp6. I sav again, my horsey 
Are ye so hot? have ye your private Pilgrimages? 

Must ye be jumping, Joan? I’ll wander with ye; 

I’ll jump ye, and HI juggle ye, my horses; 

And keep me this young Lirry-poop within doom, 

I will discover. Dame. 
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yu/, *Tts fit you should, Sir, 

If jpt knew what; well Love, if thou bccst with her, 

Or what power else that arms her resolution. 

Conduct her fair, and keep her from this mad-man, 

DireA her to her wishes; dwell about her, 

That no dishonourable end o’rtake her, 

Danger, or want; and let me try my fortune. 

AipL, You know the place we meet in? 

Seif. We shall hit it. 

Alpb. And as ye are honest Gentlemen, endeavour. 

Cur. We*l search the best we can ; if she light in our hands. 

Alph. ril tye her to the horse-tail. 

Sib. We know how to use her. 

But not your way, for all your state. 

Alph. Make haste there; (Damsel, 

And get you in, and look to th’ house. If you stir out, 
Or set a foot any new motion this way. 

When I come home (which will be suddenly) 

You know my mind; if you do play the Rascal, 

I have my eyes and ears in sundry places. 

If ye do praunce. 

7 ul. I shall do that that’s fit, Sir; 
fit to cross your fooleries; I’ll fail else: 

And so I’ll to my Chamber. [Exit. 

Alph. To your Prayers, 

And leave your stubborn tricks; she is not far yet. 

She cannot be, and we dividing suddenly. 

Cur. Keep her from thy hands, I beseech. 

Alph. Our horses ; 

Come chearfully. I’ll teach ^hcr to run gadding. [Exeunt. 

SCENE II. 

Enter Roderigo, and four OuuLaws. 

1 Outlaw. Captain, y’arc*not merry. 

Red. We get nothing. 

We have no ^rt; whoring and drinking spoils us, 

We keep no (Guards. 

a Out-Jaw. There come no Passengers, 

Meicbants, nor Gentlemen, nor whosoever, 
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But wc have tribute. 

Rod, And whilst wc spend that idleljr^ 

Wc let those pass that carry the best purchase, 

ril have all search’d, and brought in: Rogues, and Beggf^ 

Have got the trick now to become Bank-masters. 

I’ll have none scape; only my friends and neighbouis, 

That may deliver to the King my innocence; 

Those I would have regarded; *tis policy. 

But otherwise nor gravities, nor shadows, 

Appear they how they will, they may have purses, 

For they shall pay. 

3 Out-law. You speak now like a Captain. 

And if we spare, fley us, and coin our Cassocks, 

Will ye look With? 

Rod. You hear no preparation 
The King intends against us yet? 

4 Outlaw. Not a word, Sir, 

Good man, he’s troubled with matter of more moment, 
Hammings of higher nature vex his brains, Sir, 

Do not wc sec his Garrisons? 

Rod. Who arc out now? (stirrkig 

4 OuUlaw. Good fellows, Sir, that if there be any purchase 
Will strike it dead ; JaqueSj and LopeXy Lads, 

That know their Quarters, as they know their Knapsadcs; 
And will not off. 

Rod. Where is the Boy ye brought me? 

A pretty Lad, and of a quick capacity. 

And bred up neatly. ^ 

1 Outflow. He’s within at meat. Sir, 

The Knave is hungry, yet he seasons all 
He eats or drinks with many t&rs and sighings. 

The saddest appetite 1 ever lookt on; 

The Boy is young, ’tis fear, and want of company, 

He knows, and loves; use him not rough, and harmy^ 

He will be quick^ bold ; I’ll Entertain him ; 

I want a pretty Boy to wait upon me, 

And when I am sad or sleepy, to prate to me; 

Besides there’s something in his fiice I like woU, 

And still the more I look, more like; let him want itoliiii^A 
And use him gently, all. 
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^ Here’s a small Bo^ Sir| 

We imk i^Kmt htiii, which he griev’d to part with^ 

JMEl^ be some Wealth. 

JtaJ» Alas, some little monejr 
iThe poor Knave carried to defray his lodgings, 

I’ll give it him again, and add unto it. 

*Twerc sin to open such a* petty purchase. 

Enter Lopez, anei Jaques with Pedro. 

How now, who is this? what have you brought me, Souldiers? 

We know not well, what a strange staving feUow, 
Sullen enough I am sure. 

Red. Where took ye him? 

Jttf, Upon the Skirt o’ th’ wood, viewing, and gaping, 
Ana sometime standing still, as if he had meant 
To view the best accesses to our quarters; 

Money he has enough; and when we threatned him. 

He smil’d, and yielded; but not one word utter’d. 

Lef. His habit says he’s holy, if his heart 
Keep that proportion too, ’tis best ye free him. 

We keep his wallet here; I am sure ’tis heavy. 

Red, Pilgrim, come hither. Sir, are you a Pilgrim? 

A piece of pretty holiness; do you shrink, Sir? 

A smug young Saint. What (Country were you born in? 
Ye have a Spanish foce; In a dumb Province? 

And had your Mother too this excellent Vcrtuc? 

No tongue do you say? sure she was a matchless woman; 
What a fine family is this man sprung from! 

Certain he was be^tten in a Calm, 

When all was hush’d; the Midwife was dumb Midnight; 
Arc ye seal’d up? or do yod scorn to answer? 

Ye are in my hands, and I have Medicines for ye 
Can make ye speak: pull off his Bonnet, Souldiers; 

Ye have a speaking face. 

I am sure a handseftne; 

Tbhi Pilgrim cannot want She-Saints to pray to. 

Red* Stand nearer, ha? 

Red* Come, do your worst, I am readv. (him; 

JSML Is your tongue found? go off, and let me talk with 
Am} he^p your watches round. 
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AIL Wc arc ready, Captain, 

Red, So, now what arc yc? 

Red. Am I? 

My habit shews me what I am. 

Rod. Thv heart 

A desperate f^l, and so thy fate shall tell thee. 

What Devil brought thee hither? for I know thee. 

Fed. I know thou dost, and since it is my fortune 
To light into thy fingers, I must think too 
The most malicious of all Devils brought me. 

Yet some men say thou art noble. 

Rod. Not to thee, 

That were a benefit to mock the Giver; 

Thy father hates my friends, and family. 

And thou hast been the heir of all this malice. 

Can two such storms meet then, and part with kissing? 
Fed. You have the mightier, hand. 

Rod. And so I’ll use it. 

Fed. I cannot hinder ye; less can I beg 
Submissive at his knees that knows not honour. 

That bears the Stamp of Man, and not his Nature; 

Yc may do what ye please. 

Rod. I will do all. (ruine^ 

Fed. And when you have done all, which is my poor 
^or farther your base malice cannot venture) 

Dishonours self will cry you out a Coward. 

Hadst thou been brave, and noble, and an Enemy, 

Thou wouldst have sought me whilst I carried ^rms, 
Whilst my good Sword was my profession, 

And then have cryed out, Pedro^ I dcfie thee; 

Then stuck Alphonso^s quarrel on the point, 

The mercenary anger thou scrv’st under, 

To get his Daughter. Then thou shouldst have brav’d 
And arm’d with all thy Families hate upon thee. 

Done something worthy feat; Now poor and ba^y 
Thou setst Toy Is to betray me; and like the Pesant, 

That dares not meet the Lion in the face, 

Dig’st crafty pit-falls: thou sham’st the Spanhb Honour; 
Ttou hast neither point of Man, nor Conscience in thc^ 
Rod. Sir, Sir, y’are brave, ye plead now in a 
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Y«u think jrotir Pilgritm Bulwaik can defend jre; 

You will not find it so. 

PW. I look not for^t. 

The more unhallowed soul hast thou to ofier it. 

When you were bravest, Sir, and your sword sharpest, 
I durst affront ye; when the Court Sun gilded ye, 

And every cry was the young hopeful Pedro^ 

Ahnif% sprightly Son; then durst I meet ye, 

When you were Master of this fame, and fashion, 

And all your glories in the full Meridian, 

The Kings proof-favour buckled on your body; 

Had we then come to competition. 

Which I have often sought. 

Ptir9^ And I desir’d too. (slight it, 

Rod. You should have seen this Sword, how e’re you 
And felt it too; sharper than sorrow felt it. 

In execution quicker than thy scorns; 

Thou should’st have seen all this, and shrunk to see it. 
Then like a Gentleman I would have us’d thee. 

And given thee the fair fortune of thy being, 

Then with a Souldiers arm I had honour’d thee; 

But since thou stealst upon me like a Spie, 

And thief-like thinkst that holy case shall carry thee 
Through all my purposes, and so betray me. 

Base as the a£l, thy end be, and I forget thee. 

Pid. What poor evasions thou buildst on, to abuse me! 
The goodness of a man ne’r taught these principles. 

I come a Spie? durst any noble spirit 
Put on this habit, to become a Traitor? 

Even in an Enemy shew me this antipathy 

Where there is Christian faith, and this not reverenced: 

I come a Spie? no RoderigOy no, 

A hater of thy person, a maligner? 

So far from that, I brought no malice with me, 

But rather when I meet thae, tears to soften thee; 

When I put on this habit, 1 put off* 

All fires, all angers, all those starts of youth 
That dapt too rank a bias to my being, 

And drew me from the right mark all should aim at; 

In stead of stubborn steel, I put on prayers; 
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For rash and hasty heats, a sweet repentance: 

Long vrezvy steps, and vows, for my vain-glories. 

O Roderigo, 

Rod. If thy tongue could save thee. 

Prating be thy bail, thou hast a rare benefit. 

Souldicrs, come out, and bring a halter with ye; 
ric forgive your holy habit, Sir,*but Tie hang you* 

Enter Out-laws^ Lope[z], Jaques. 

I Wherefore this halter Captain? 

Rod. For this traytor. 

Go, put it on him, and then tie him up. 

1, Do you want a Band Sir? this is a course wearing, 
*Twill fit but scurvily upon this collar; 

But patience is as good as a French Pickadel. 

Lop, What’s his fault, Captain? 

Rod. ’Tis my will he perish. 

And that’s his fault. 

Fed. A Captain of good government. 

Come Souldiers, come, ye are roughly bred, and bloody. 
Shew your obedience, and the joy ye take 
In executing impious commands; 

Ye have a Captain seals your liberal pardons. 

Be no more Christians^ put religion by, 

’Twill make ye cowards: feel no tenderness, 

Nor let a thing call’d conscience trouble ye; 

Alas, ’twill breed delay. Bear no respeft 
To what I seem; were I a Saint indeed, 

Why should that stagger ye? you know not holiness; 

To be excellent in evil, is your goodness; 

And be so, ’twill become ye; have no hearts, 

For fear you should repent: that will be dangerous: 

For if there be a knocking there, a pricking, 

And that pulse beat back to your considerations, 

How ye have laid a stiff hand «on Religion--^ 

Rod. Truss him I say. 

Fed, And violated fiiith. 

Rod. Hear him not prate. 

Fed. Why, what a thing will this be? 

What strange confusion then will breed among ye? 
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Will none of ye obgrf 
PW* What Devik vex yef 
TlMt fours ye live in and the hourly dangers 
Will he ddghts to these: those have their ends, 

But these outlive all time, and all repentance: 

And if it creep into your conscience once, 

Be sure ye lo<± that close.* 

Mod, Why stand ye gazing? 

Farcwel sleep, peace, all that are humane comforts, 
Better ye had been Trees, or Stones, and happier; 

For those die here, and seek no further being, 

Nor hopes, nor punishments. 

PW. Rots ^e ye, Rascals. 

What would you have us do? 

Dispatch the prater. 

J^af, And have religious blood hang on our consciences? 
We are bad enough already: sins enough 
To make our graves even loath us. 

No man love me ? 

Zrtf/. Although I be a thief, I am no hangman ; 

They are two mens trades, and let another execute. 

Lay violent hands on holy things ? 

PW. Base Cowards, 

Put to your powers, ye rascals, I command ye. 

Holy, or unholy, if I say it, 
rie have it done. 

S Ouf^/, If I do% let me starve for’t. 
a. Or I. 

/ . Or I: we will obey things handsom, 
bad enough, and overdo obedience : 

But to be nuufe such instruments of mischief. 

I have done as many villanies as another, 

And with as little reluAation, 

]L<ct me fx>me clear of these, and wipe that score off. 

Put me upon a felt and known perdition ? 

Have ye conspir’d, ye slaves? 

Pot How vilely this shows, 

In one that would command anothers temper. 

And bear no bound in’s own ? 

JfM. Am I thus jaded ? 
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fed. Is it my life thou long’st for Rederip ? 

And can no sacrifice appease thy malice, 

But my blood spilt ? do it thy self, dispatch it ; 

And as thou takst the whole revenge unto thee, 

Take the whole sin upon thee ; and be mighty, 

Mighty in evil, as thou art in anger : 

And let not these poor wretches, houl for thy sake. 

Those things that in thine own glass seem most monstrous, 
Wouldst thou abuse their weak sights with, for amiable? 

Is it, thou thinkst to fear me with thy terrors. 

And into weak condition draw my vertue? 

If I were now to learn to die I would sue thee : 

Or did I fear death, then I would make thee glorious. 

But knowing what, and how far I can suffer; 

And all my whole life being but deaths preface, 

My sleep but at next door. 

Rod. Arc ye so valiant ? 

rie make ye feel : Tie make ye know, and feel too ; 

And Rascals, you shall tremble. Keep him here. 

And keep him safe too : if he scape your guards- — 

Fed. Fear not, I will not. 

Red. As I live, ye die for’t ; 

I will not be thus baffled. [JEwV. 

Ja. What a Devil have ye done. Pilgrim ? or what mischief 
Have you conspir’d, that he should rage and rave thus? 

Have you kill’d his Father, or his Mother ? or strangled any 

(of his kindred ? 

Lop. Has he no Sisters ? have you not been bouncing 
About their belly-pieces ? 

Jaq. Whv should that be dangerous, 

Or any way deserve death ? isoit not natural ? 

Bar us the Christian liberty of women. 

And build us up with bricl^ take away our free-stonc. 

1 OuUl. Because thou art holier than he, upon my coti* 
He docs not envy thee : that’a not his quarrel ; (science 
For, look you, that might be compounded without prayers. 

Lop. Nor that thou seemst an honester man : m hoe ^ 
We have no trading with such Tinsel-stuff} 

To be an excellent thief, is all we aim at. (ml 

Wilt thou take a spit and stride, and sec if thou camt Otttnin 
176 



Sc. II 


THE PlLGRtM 


IW. I scom to shift his fiiiy, keep your obedience j 
For though your government admit no president, 

Keep your selves carcfull in*t. 

ref. Thou wilt be hangM then. 

fid* I cannot die with fewer faults upon me. (in him 
2 OuuL *Tis ten to one he will shoot him : for the Devirs 
If he hang him himself. • 

Lip, He has too proud a nature : 

He will compel some one. 

Jaq. I am confident. 

Lip* And so are ail I think. 


Ped* Be not molested, 

If I must die, let it not trouble you ; 

It stirs not me: it is the end I was born for. 


Only this honest office I desire ye, 

(If there be courtesie in men of your breed) 
To see me buried ; not to let his fury 
Expose my body to the open violence 
Of beasts, and fowls : so far I urge humanity. 


Enter Roderigo, Alinda. 

7 aq* He shall not deny us that : we’l see ye under ground, 
rive ye a volly of as good cups of Sack, 

For that’s our Discipline. 

Lip* He comes again. 

As high in rage as ever ; the boy with him. 

I Will he compel the child ? 

Lip* He is bent to do it, 

And must have some body. 

Rid* If thou lov’st me do it : 

Love me, or love me not, I •say thou shalt do it : 

Stare not, nor stagger, Sirrah ; if ye deny me. 

Do you see this Rogue f 

kUn* What would ye have me do Sir ? 

Heavens goodness bless me. * 

Rjid* Do? why hang a Rascal, 

That would hang me. 

AEn* I am a boy, and weak, Sir. 

Rai. Thou art strong enough to tie him to a Bough, 
And turn him oflF: come, thou shalt be my Jewel, 
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And I’lt allow thee horse, and all thy pleasures, 

And twenty ^lant things : Fie teach thee arms too ; 

Make thee mine heir. 

jtlin. Let me inherit death first. 

Rod, Make me not angry^ Sirrah. 

Alin, Which is the man, Sir? 

Flc pluck up the best heart I can yet. 

Rod, Fear not, 

It is my will : That in the Pilgrims coat there, 

That l5cvil in the Saints skin. 

A/in, Guard me goodness. 

Rod, Dispatch him presently. 

Pfd, I wait your worst. Sir. 

Jaf. Will the boy do it ? is the rogue so confident ? 

So young, so deep in blood ? 

Lop, He shakes, and trembles. 

Ped, Dost thou seek more coals still to scar thy conscience^ 
Work sacred innocence, to be a Devil ? 

Do’t thy self for shame, thou best becom’st it. 

Rod, Sirrah, I scorn my finger should be ’filM with thee $ 
And yet Fie have it done : this child shall strangle thee, 

A crying Girle, if she were here, should master thee, 

Ali, How should I save him? how my self from violence? 
Ped, Leave your tongue-valour, and dispatch your hate, Sirj 
The patience of my death, shall more torment thee, 

(Thou painted honour, thou base man made backward) 
Than ail my life has fear’d thee. 

* Gag him. Sirrah. 

The Boy looks cheerfully now : sure he will do it. 
He will mall him else. 

Arc ye prepar’d to die, Sir? 

Yes ^y, and ready; prethec to thy business* 
Why arc ye then so angry ? so perplext, Sir ? 
Patience wins Heaven, and not the heat of passion. 

Why do you raylc? • 

itfp. The boy’s a pretty Priest, 

Ped. I thank ye gentle child, you teach me trudly. 
Alin, You seem to fear too. 

Ped, Thou scest more, than I feel, boy. 

Alin. You tremble sure. 
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" Firf, No si|rc boy, thy ttnderiicss: 
fttrfioc nuike l^c, and let that guiph be satisfied. 
jtS». Are ye so witling to go to it? 

PtJ* Most willing: 

» I wotild not borrow from his courtesie 
One hour of Uf<^ to gain an age of glory. 

Jllin^ And is your reckoning straight Sir? 

Pid. As straight as truth, fc^y : 

I cannot go more joyfully to a wedding. i ^ 

Aitm Then to your prayers : Fie dispatch ye presently. 
Now guide my tongue, thou blessedness. 
jRm?. a good boy. 

Alin. But hark yc Sir, one word ; and pray ye resolve me. 
Let me speak privately. 

Rod. What wouldst thou have child ? 

AUn. Shall this man die? 

R^d. Why dost thou make that question ? 

Alin. Pray yc be not angry : if he must, Flc do it. 
But must he now ? 

Red. What else ? who dare reprieve him ? 

Alin. Pray yc think again ; and as your injuries 
Are great, and full, you suffer from this fellow, 

Do not ye purpose so to suit your vengeance ? 

Red. I do, and must. 

Alin. You cannot if he die now. 

Red. Cannot ? 

AUn. No^ cannot : be not vext, you’l find it : 
t have considered, and I know it certain, 

Ye suflfer below him : lose all your angers. 

Red. Why, my best boy ? 

AUn. I love, and tender •ye, 

I would not tell yc else. Is that revenge, 

To sUght your cai^ and Saint your enemy, 

Clap the Doves wings of downy peace unto him, 

And let him soar to Heaven, whilst you are sighing? 

Is thk revenge ? 

Red. 1 would have him die. 

AMm. Piepar’d thus? 

IdesnUig of a Father never reached it : 

Hii coiltim^^a^ now scorns ye, contemns ye, 

Ma 
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And all the tortures ye can use. Let him die thus ; 

And these that know and love revenge will laugh at ye : 
Here lies the honour of a well-bred anger, 

To make his enemy shake and tremble under him ; 

Doubt, nay, almost despair, and then confound him. 

This man ye rock asleep, and all your rages 
Aie Requiems to his parting souj, meer Anthems. 

Rod, Indeed he is strongly built, 

A (in. You cannot shake him ; 

And the more weight ye put on his foundation, 

Now as he stands, ye fix him still the stronger; 

If ye love him, honour him, would heap upon him 
Friendships and benefits beyond example, 

Hope him a Star in Heaven, and there would stick him, 
Now take his^life. 

Rod, I had rather take mine own, Boy. 

Aiin, rie ease him presently. 

Rod, Stay, be not hasty. 

Alin, Bless my tongue still. 

Lop, What has the boy done to him ? 

How dull, and still he looks ! 

Alin, You are a wise man. 

And long have buckled with the worlds extremities, 

A valiant man, and no doubt know both fortunes. 

And would ye work your Master-piece thus madly, 

Take the bare name of honour, that will pity ye 
When the world knows ye have prey’d on a poor Pilgrim? 
Rod. The bov has stagger’d me : what would’st thou have 
AH, Have ye f do you not feel Sir ? do’s it not stir ye ? (me? 
Do you ask a child ? I would have ye do most bravely. 
Because I most affedt ye : like«your self Sir, 

Scorn him, and let him go ; seem to contemn him, 

And now ye have made him shake, seal him his pardon. 
When he appears a subjedi fit for anger. 

And fit for yoi^ his pious Armour off, 

His hopes no higher than your sword may reach at, 

Then strike, and then ye know revenge ; then take it, , 
I hoj^ I have turn’d his mind. 

Rod, Let the fool go there, 

I scorn to let loose so base an anger 
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Majt light on thee : See me no more) but quit me $ 

And when we meet again. r 

P$d, Pie thank ye Captain. 

Alin, Why this was like your self : but whidh way goes 
Shall we ne*re happy meet ? (he? 

Rsd, 1 am drowsie: £oy, 

Go with me, and discourse : I like thy company 
O Child ! I love thy tongue. 

Alin, I*^shall wait on ye. [Exit, 

Lop, The Boy has don’t : a Plaguey witty Rascal. 

And I shall love him terribly. 

Jaq, ’Twfis he most certain, 

For if ye mark, how earnest he was with him, 

And how he labour’d him. 

Lop, A cunning villain. 

But a good rogue ; ’This boy will make’s all honest, 

I OuUl, I scarce believe that : but I like the boy well. 
Come let’s to Supper ; then upon our watches. 

Lop, This Pilgrim scap’d a joyfull one, 

Jaq, Let’s drink round 

To the boys health, and then about our business. 

\Extunt, 


ASlus Tertius, Scena Prima, 

Enior Roderigo, Jaques, Lopez, and three OuULawu 

Rod, TV T One of you know her ? 

1\| Jaq, Alas Sir, we never saw her: 

Nor ever heard of her, but /rom your report. 

Rod, No happy eye ? 

Lop, I do not think ’tis she. Sir, 

Me thinks a woman dares not. 

Rod, Thou speak’st poorly, 

What dares not woman, when she is provok’d i 
Or what seems dangerous to Love, or fury ? 

That tt is she, this has confirm’d me certain. 

These Jesvefe here, a part of which I sent her, 

And thfSin unwilling, yet her Father wrought her 
To taH) and wear. ^ 
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Lop. A wench, and we not know it? 

And among us ? where were our understandings ? 

I eouTd have ghess’d unhappily: have had some ieeling 
In such a matter : Here are as pretty fellows, 

At the discovery of such a Jigambob : 

A handsome wench too ! sure we have lost our fecutties,t 
We have no motions : what should she do here, Sir ? 

Rod. That’s it that troubles me : O that base rascal I 
There lies the misery : how cunningly she quit him, 

And how she urg’d f had ye been constant to me, 

I ne’re had suffer’d this. 

1 Otf/-/. Ye might have hang’d him : 

And would he had been hang’d, that’s all we care for’t : 

So our hands had not don’t. 

Rod. She is gone again too, 

And what care have ye for that ? gone, and contemn’d me| 
Master’d will, and power, and now laughs at me. ' 
Lop. The Devil that brought her hither, Sir I think 
Has carryed her back again invisible, 

For we ne’re knew, nor heard of her departure. 

Jaq. No living thing came this night through our watcfae|» 
She went with you. 

Rod. Was by me till I slept. 

But when I wak’d, and call’d : O my dull pate here, 

If I had open’d this when it was given me, 

This Roguy Box. 

Enter Alphonso, and 2 Out-daws., 

Lop. We could but give it ye. 

Rod. Pilgrim ? a Pox o’ Pilgrims, there the game g0CS| 
There’s all my fortune fled ; I ^ow it, I feel it. 

Al. Bring me unto thy Captain : where’s thy Captain? 
I am founder’d, melted, some fairy thing or other 
Has led me dancing; the Dei^il has haunted me 
Fth’ likeness of a voyce: give me thy Captain. 

2 Out^L He’s here Sir, there he standi , 

Al. How do’st thou Captain f 

I have been fool’d and jaded, made a dog*boli« 

My Daughter’s run away : I have been hauntip din, 

I have lost my horse ; I am hungry, and out of my wiH 
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IKH fie tell Tou wkit I Ititow: ttnuife 

All# tike jeese j 1% follow her rccovcryi . . ^ 

Irlwee diwl be jours the whilst, an# do je service. 

Jl htt me have drink enough : I am almost t^mak’d too. 
JJarf. You shall have any things what think you now, 

(Souldiers i 

y^q. I think a womsilh, is a woman, that*s any things 
The next we take, wc’l search a little nearer, 

WeT not be boyed again with a pair of breeches. [Exmnt 


SCENE II. 

V Enter Juletta. 

/ uL He’s gone in here : This is Roderigo*s quarter, 
rie be with him soon : Fie startle him, 

A little better than I have done : all this long night 
I have le[dl him out o’th’ way, to try his patience. 

And made nim swear, and curse ; and pray, and swear again, 
And cry for anger ; I made him leave his horse too. 

Where he can never find him more j whistled to him. 

And then he would run through thick and thin, to reach me. 
And down in this {{itch ; up again, and shake him. 

And swear some certain blessing ; then into that bush 
Pop goes his pate, and all his race is comb’d over. 

And 1 sit laughing : a hundred tricks, I have serv’d him : 
And t will double ’em, before I leave him ; 

I*le teach his an^r to dispute with women. 

But all this time, I cannot meet my Mistress, 

I cannot come to comfort* her ; that grieves me, 

For sure she is much alHided : till I do. 

He haunt thy Ghost Alphemo % I’le keep thee waking, 

Yoil I must get a Drum : I am villanous weary, 

Ano yet I’le trot about thA'* villages 

Till i have got my will, and then have at ye. 

He make your anger drop out at your elbows e’ro I leave ye. 

^Ex$t^ 
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SCENE III. 

Enter Scbcrto, and Curio. 

Seh. ^is strange, in all the circuit we have ridden, 

We cannot cross her : no way light upon her. 

Cur, I do not think she is gone thus far, or this way, 

For certain if she had, we should have reach’d her, (thing. 
Made some discovery, heard some news ; we have seen no- 
Sek. Nor pass by anv body that could promise any thing. 
Sht is certainly disguis’d, her modesty 
Durst never venture else. 

Cur. Let her take any shape. 

And let me see it once, I can distinguish it. 

Seh. So should I think too : has not her Father fiound her ? 

Cur. No, rie be hang’d then ; he has no patience 
Unless she light in’s teeth, to look about him. 

He guesses now, and chafes and frets like Tinsel. 

Seb. Let him go on, he cannot live without it. 

But keep her from him, heaven : where are we Curio ? 

Cur. In a wood I think, hang me if I know else. 

And vet I have ridden all these coasts, at all hours. 

And had an aim. 

Seb. I would we had a guide. 

Cur, And if I be not much awry Seberto^ 

Not far oflF should be Roderigd^s quarter. 

For in this fastness if I be not cozen’d. 

He and his out-laws live, 

Seb. This is the place then 

Enter Alj^nda. 

We appointed him to meet in. 

Cur, Yes, I think so. (that there i 

Seb, Would we could meet some living thing: what’s 
Cur, A boy, I think, stay j why may not he direct mf 
JHn, I am hungry, and 1 am weary, and I cannot find him. 
Ke^ my wits Heaven, I feel ’em wavering, 

O God my head. 

Sib, Boy, dost thou hear, thou stripling? 

Alin, Now they will tear me, torture me, now Roier^ 
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W31 hang n^m} without mercy; haf 
Cun Come hither. 

A very pretty boy : what place is this^ child i 
And whither dost thou travel ? how he stares ! 

Some stubborn Master has abus’d the boy^ 

And beaten him : how he complains ! whither goest thou ? 

Alin. I go to Segovia Sir, to my sick Mother, 

I have been taken here by drunken thieves, 

And (O my bones!) I have been beaten Sir. 

Mis-u$*d, and rob’d : extreamly beaten Gentlemen, 

0 God, my side ! 

Sib. What beasts would use a boy thus ? 

Look up, and Le of good cheer. 

Alin. Of I cannot. 

My back, my back, my back. 

Cur. What thieves ? 

A/in. I know not. 

But they call the Captain Roderigo. 

Cur. Look ye, 

1 knew we were thereabouts. 

Sib. Do’st thou want any thing ? 

Alin. Nothing but ease, but ease. Sir. 

Cur. There’s some raony. 

And get thee to thy "Mother. 

Alin. I thank ye Gentlemen. 

Seb. This was extreamly foul, to vex a child thus. 
Come, let’s along, we cannot lose our way now. [Ex. 

Alin. Though ye are honest men, I fear your fingers, 
And glad I am got off ; O how I tremble ! 

Send me but once within his arms dear fortune, 

And then come all the world : what shall I do now i 
’Tis almost night again, and where to lodge me, 

Enter Julctta. 

Or get me meat, or any thing I [k]now not. 

These wild woods, and the fancies I have in me, 

Will run me mad. 

Jul. Bov, Boy. 

A&n. More set to take me? 

Jul Do’st thou hear boy? thou pointer. 
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Alin. *Tis a boy too, 

A Lacky Boy : I need not fear his fierceness, 

Jul Canst thou beat a Drum? ^ 

Alin. A Drum? 

Jul. This thing, a Drum here. (ble? 

Didst thou never see a Drum ? Canst thou make this gmtn- 
Alin. Julettas face, and tortgue ; is she run mad too? 
Here may be double craft : I have no skill in^t. 

Jul. rie give thee a royal but to go along with me, 
Alin. I care not for thy royal, I have other business, 
Drum to thy self, and daunce to it. 

Jul. Sirrah, Sirrah. (me ? 

Thou scurvy Sirrah •, thou snotty-nosM scab, do’st thou hear 
If I lay down my Drum. 

Enter Roderigo, and two Outlatbs. 

Alin. Here comes more Company, 

I fear a plot. Heaven send me fairly from it. ^£xit^ 

Jul. Basto ; who’s here ? 
l^op. Captain, do you need me farther? 

Red. No not a foot : give me the gown : the sword now. 
Jul. This is the Devil thief, and if he take me, 

Woe be to my Gaily gaskins. 

Lop. Certain Sir, 

She will take her patches off, and change her habit. 

Rod. Let her do what she please : No, no Alindk 
You cannot cozen me again in a Boys figure. 

Nor hide the beauty of that fecc in patches, ^ 

But I shall know it. 

Jul. A boy his face in patches? 

Ked. Nor shall your ton^e again bewitch mine atiger, 
If she be found i’th* woods, send me word presently, 

And rie return ; she cannot be fiir gone yet : 

If she be not, cxpcfl me, when ye see me } 

Use all your service to my fliena Akimm9^ 

And have a care to your business: mewei, 

No more, farewel. 

Jul. I am heartily glad thou gone yet. 

This boy in patches, was the boy came by me^ 

The very same, how hastily it shifted ! 

m 
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IPIThit t iiioi>-e7ed ass was I, I could fiot know her^ 

*Thk must ^ she^ this is shci now I remember ber^ 

How loth she was to talk too, how she fear’d me : 

1 could now piss mine eyes out for meer anger : 
rie fellow her, but who shall vex her Father then ? 

One 0 urt at him, and then I am for the voyage. 

If I can cross the Captain \oo : Come Tabor. [£xiV, 


I Out 


SCENE IV. 

Enter Jaques, and i OuuLaw. 
Arc they all set ? 


I VuUU All, and each quarter quiet. 
yaa^ Is the old man asleep ? 

I </«/-/. An hour agoe Sir. 

We must be very carefull in his absence, 
very watchfull. 

OuUln It concerns us nearly. 

He will not be long from us. 

5 ^^. No, he cannot. 

1 A little heat of love, which he must wander out. 

[Drum a far offl 

And itllen again : hark. 

JaU\ WhatP 

1 Oar-/. ’Tis not the wind sure : 

That’s still and calm, no noise, nor flux of waters. 

yap I hear a Drum, I think. 

^ I uar-/. That, that 5 
It beats a^in now. 

ygp wow it comes nearer : sure we are surprized, Sir } 
Some from the Kings comhiand : we are lost, we are dead 

(all. 

1 Oar-/. Hark, hark, a charge now: my Captain has 

(betray’d us, 

And left us to this ruine, ru.i away from us. 

Enter two Out^Lawt, 

X#. Another beats o* that side, 
a Fly, flie, Jaques^ 
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Mcthinks I feci a Sword already shave me, 

3 0ut4, A thousand horse and foot, a thousand pioimts, 
If we get under-ground, to fetch us out again; 

And every one an Axe to cut the woods |lawn, < 

Lop, This is the dismalst night — [E)ciu 

Enter AIpho[n]so. 

Alp. Where’s my Nag now? » 

And what make I here to be hang’d ? What Devil 
Brought me into this danger? Is there ne’er a hole, 

That I may creep in deep enough, and die quickly ? 

Nc’r an old ditch to choke in ? I shall be taken 
For their Commander now, their General, 

And have a commanding Gallows set up for me 
As high as a May-pole ; and nasty Songs tt^de on me. 

Be printed with a Pint-pot and a Dagger. 

They are all kill’d by this time : Can I pray ? 

Let me see that first : I have too much fear to be fiiithful. 
Where’s all my State now ? I must go hunt for Daughters ; 
Daughters, and Damsels of the Lake, damned Daughters. 

A hundred Crowns for a good tod of Hay, 

Or a fine hollow Tree, that would contain me; 

I hear ’em coming : I feel the nooze about me. 

Enter Scberto, Curio, Outlaws^ and Jaques. 

Seb. Why do you fear, and fly? here are no Souldiers; 
None from the King to vex ye. 

1 Qutl. The Drum, the Drum, Sir. 

Cur. I never saw such Pigeon-hearted people : (there ? 
What Drum ? what danger ? who’s that that shakes behind 
Mcr^ upon me, Sir, why are ye fear’d thus? 

Alp. Are we all kill’d, no mercy to be hoped for? 

Am I not shot do you think? 

&eh. You are strangely frighted, 

Shot with a fiddle-stick : who^ here tp shoot ye ? 

A drum we saw indeed, a boy was beating it, 

And hunting Squirrels bv Moon-light. 

Nothing else, air? 

Alur. Not any thing: no other person stirring. 

Alp. O that I had that boy : this is that Devil, 
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TImt Ifkiry Rogue, that haunted me last night | 

H*as sleeves like Dragons wings. 

Sik A little Foot-boy. 

Jlp. Comq let’s go in, and let me get my cloaths on ; 
* If ere I st^jy here more to be thus martyr’d — 

Did ye not meet the wench ? 

Sek No sure, we met b^r not. 

Jlp, 3hc has been here in Boys apparel, Gentlemen, 

A gallant thing, and famous for a Gentlewoman. 

And all her face patcht over for discovery : n 

A Pilgrim too, and thereby hangs a circumstance, 

That she hath plaid her master-prize, a rare one. 

I came too short. 

Cur. Such a young Boy we met, Sir. 

Alp. In a gray Hat. 

Cur. The same : his face all patcht too. 

Alp. ’Twas she, a rot run with her; she, that rank she; 
Walk in, I’le tell ye all, and then we’ll part again, 

But get some store of Wine : this fright sits here yet. [£ 4 ?. 

Enter Juletta. 

Jul. What a fright I have put ’em in ; what a brave hurry. 
If this do bolt him, I’le be with him again 
With a new part, was never play’d ; rTc ferk him. 

As he hunts her, so I’lc hunt him: I’le claw him. 

Now will I sec if I can cross her footing : 

Yet still I’lc watch his water, he shall pay for’t ; 

And when he thinks most malice, and means worse. 

Pie make him know the Marc’s the better Horse. [Exit. 

SCE^NE V. 

Enter Pedro, and a Gentleman, 

Gmt. Ye are a stranger, Sir, and for humanity. 

Being come within our wall^I would shew you something. 
Ye have seen the Castle ? 

Ped. Yes Sir, ’tis a strong one. 

And well maintain’d. 

Gmt. Why are you still thus sad. Sir ? 

How do ye lilw the walks? 
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Pid, They arc vcrv pleasant; 

Your Town stands cool and sweet 
Gent But that I would not 
AflFcft you with more sadness, I could shew ye 
A place worth view, 

Ped, Shows seldom alter me, Sir; 

Pray ye speak it, and then shew it. 

Gent* ’Tis a house here 

Where people of all sorts, that have been visited , 

With Lunacies, and Follies wait their cures, 

There’s fancies of a thousand stamps and l^hions, 

Like flies in several shapes buz round about ye, 

And twice as many gestures ; some of pity, 

That it would make ye melt to sec their passions: 

And some as light again, that would content ye. 

But I sec, Sir, your temper is too modest, 

Too much inclin’d to contemplation. 

To meet with these? 

Ped. You could not please me better; 

And I beseech you, Sir, do me the honour 
To let me wait upon ye. 

Gent* Since ye arc willing. 

To me it shall be a pleasure to condudl ye. 

Ped* I never had such a mind yet to see misery. 

SCENE VI. 

Enter two Keepers* 

1 Keep* Carry mad Bess some meat, she roars tik<t Thunder; 
And tic the Parson short, the Moon’s i’th’ full, 

H’as a thousand Pik in’s brains:^ Who looks to the Prenticef 
Keep him from Women, he thinks h’as lost his Mistris; 
And talk of no silk stufi^ ’twill run him horn mad, 

a Keep* The Justice keeps such a stir yonder with his 
And such a coil with warrants. (Chir^Si 

I Keep* Take away his Statutes; 

The Devil has possest him in the likeness 
Of penal Laws : keep him from Aqua 
Fol if that spirit creep into his Quorum^ 

He will commit us all : how is it with the Scholar i 
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a mj thing I see^ he’s in his right wits. 

I Thou art an ass; in’s right wit% goodman coxcomb } 
Am though any man durst be in’s right wits, and be here. 

It is as much as we dare be that keep ’em. 


Enter English madman* 

Engh Give me some drinl^ 

1 Keep* O, there’s the English man. 

Engl* Fill me a thousand pots, and froth ’em, ifroth ’em* 
,^own o’ your knees, ye Rogues, and pledge me roundly ; 
One, two, three, and four ; we shall all be merry within this 
'To the great Turk. (hour. 

1 Keep* Peace, peace thou Heathen drunkard ; 

These English arc so Malt-mad, there’s no medling with ’em ; 
When they have a fruitful year of Barly there, ^ 

Ail the whole Island’s thus. 

Engl* A snufF, a snufF, a snuff. 

A lewd notorious snufF : give’t him again, boy. 

Enter she^fool* 

Fool* God^c-good even, GafFer. 

2 Keep* Who let the Fool loose ? 

I Keep, If any of the mad-men take her, she is pepper’d, 
They^ll bounce her loins. 

Fool* Will ye walk into the coal house? 

1 Keep* She is as leacherous too as a she-Ferret. 

2 Ke^* Who a vengeance looks to her ? go in Kate^ 
Pie give thee a fine Apple. 

Fool* Will ye buss me? 

And tickle me, and make me laugh ? 
t Ke^ Pie whip ye. ^ 

Engl* Fool, fool, come up to me fool. 

Fool* Arc ye peeping? 

Etqil* Pie get thee with five fools. 

Fml O fine, O dainty. , 

EngL And thou shalt lie in [in] a horse-cloth, like a Lady. 
FooL And shall I have a Coach ? 

Engt* Drawn with four Turkeys, 

And mey shall tread thee too. 
iW* We shall have eggs then; 
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And shall I sit upon ’em ? 

EngL I, I, and they shall be all addle, 

And make an admirable Tanzcy for the Devil 
Come, come away, I am taken with thy love fool. 

And will mightily belabour thee. 

1 Keep, How the fool bridles ! how she twitters at him ! 
These English men would stagger a wise woman. 

If we should suffer her to have her will now. 

We should have all the women in Spain as mad as she here. 

2 Keep. They would strive who should be most fool : 
Away with her. 

Enter Master.^ three Gentlemen^ a mad Scholar^ and Pedro. 

Fool, Pray ye stay a little: let’s hear him sing, h’as a fine breast. 
1 Keep. Here comes my Master ; to the spit ye whore. 
And stir no more abroad, but tend your business j 
You shall have no more sops i’th’ pan else, nor no Porridge : 
Besides, Tie whip your breech. 

Fool. I’le go in presently. 

I Gent, rie assure ye, Sir, the Cardinal’s angry with ye 
For keeping this young man. 

Mast. I am heartily sorry. 

If ye allow him sound, pray ye take him with ye. 

1 Gent. This is the place, and now observe their humours. 

2 Gent. Wc can find nothing in him light, nor tainted) 
No starting nor no rubs, in all his answers, 

In all his Letters nothing but discretion. 

Learning, and handsome stile. 

Mast. Be not deceived. Sir, 

Mark but his look. 

1 Gent. His grief, and his ^imprisonment 
May stamp that there. 

Mast. Pray talk with him again then. (enough, 

2 Gent. That will be needless, we have tried him long 
And if he had a taint we should have met with’t. 

Yet to discharge your care — 

Fid. A sober youth : 

Pity so heavy a cross should light upon him. 

2 Gent. You find no sickness? 

Sihol. None Sir, I thank Heaven, 
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m^bibig A$i dhm$ mj imdervtiii^iig, 

% Gmt* Do f oa tleei^ m nights i 

As sound) ftnd sweety as any man* 

^ ^ Gmi* Have ye no fearftil dreams i 

* SM, Sometimes, as all have 
*t1iat go to bed with raw and windy stomachs } 

Wbt I am all one piece. « 

1 Gmt b there no unkindness 
^ T%bit have conceiv’d from any friend or parent ? 

^ jOr $cmn from what ye lov’d ? 

$ei$L No, truely Sir: 

^1 never yet was master of a faith 
^ So poor, and weak, to doubt my friend or kindred, 

And what love is, unless it lie in learning 
1 think I am ignorant. 

I Gmt, This man is pcrfc£t, 

‘ A divillcr discourser I ne’r talk’d with. 

MmU You’l find it otherwise, 
a GmU 1 must tell ye true, Sir, 

I think ye keep him here to teach him madness. 

Here’s hisflischarge from my Lord Cardinal ; 

And come Sir, go with us. 

SchoL I am bound unto ye. 

And fiuewel Master. 

Matter^ Farewel Sttphano^ 

Alas poor man. 

1 What flaws, and whirlcs of weather, 

Or mther storms have ^n aloft these three dales; 

How dark, and hot, and full of mutiny I 
And itttl grows louder. 

It has been stubborn weather, 
a Gmi* Strange work at Sea, I fear me there’s old tumbling. 
I Gmt^ Bless my old Unkles Bark, 1 have a venture, 
a Gmu And I more than I would wish to lose. 

Do you fear i * 
t Gmi* Ha 1 how he looks ! 

Jdfait Nay, mark him better Gentlemen, 
a GitH* Mercy upon me : how his eyes are altered ! 

^ lAtm tell me how ye like him : whether now 

lib/ lit Aat perftai^ man ye cr^ited I 

▼* n 
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$(hh Do^s the Sea «ta|gcr jrc? 

, Mast^ Now ye have hit the niclu 
&chL Do ye fear the billows? 

1 Gent, What ails him? who has stir’d him? 

Sehol, Be not shaken, 

Nor let the singing of the storm shoot through ye, 

Let it blow on, blow on ; let the clouds wrastl^ 

And let the vapours of the earth turn mutinous, 

The Sea in hideous mountains rise and tumble 
Upon a Dolphins back. Tie make all tremble, 

For I am Neptune, 

Ma$t, Now what think ye of him ? 

2 Gent, Alas poor man. 

Schol, Your Bark shall plough through all, 

And not a Surge so saucy to disturb her. 
ric see her safe, my power shall sail before her. 

Down ye angry waters all^ 

Te loud whistling whtrlewinds fall \ 

Down ye proud W aveSy ye storms cease ^ 

I command ye^ be at peace. 

Fright not with your churlish NoteSy 
Nor bruise the Keel of Bark that Jlotes : 

No devouring Fish come nighy 
Nor Monster in my Emperyy 
Once shew his heady or terror bring i 
But let the weary Saylor sing: 

Amphitrite with white arms 

Strike my LutCy Fie sing Charms, ■* 

Mast, He must have Musick now : I must observe 
His fit will grow too full else.* lll^ 

a Gent, 1 must pity him. v, 

Mast, Now he will in himself most ^uiedy, 

And clean forget all, as he had done nothing. \ 

I Gent, We are sorry, Sir»: and we have seto t lireto^ 
From this hour we'll believe, and so we'U lekve fc^ f 
Fed, This was a strange fit. 

Mast, Did ye mark him, Sir ? " ^ 

Fed, He might have coaen’d me with hk 
Mast, Many have sworn him right* and I have 
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OB. • fiom •ome wturd, ^ 

Whea OB nan could comedlc » fit, ho iiu fiowri out : 
;|'4l(K|’'not give him will 

£ff//r Alinda. 

Fm» Pmf Heaven recover him. 

Mttsc I come in <oo } 

Jhfmt, Hof my pretty Lad; 

''ipep in thy Chamber Bo^; ’shalt have thy supper. 

rid* I pray ye what is he. Sir? 

^ Ma$t* A strange Boy, that last night 
'Waifc Ibiuid i*th* Town, a little craz’d, distrafted. 

And so sent hither. 

Pid* How the pretty Knave looks, 

Ami plays, and peeps upon me ! sure such eyes 
1 have seen, and lov’d : what fair hands ! certainly — 

Mast* Good Sir, you’l make him worse. 

^ Pad* I pray believe not. 

AlaSi why $ho[u]ld I hurt him ? how he smiles ! 

The very ^ape, and sweetness of Alinda : 

nte look once again : were it in such clothes 
At when 1 saw her last ; this must be she. 

How tenderly it stroaks me ! 

Mast* rray ye be mild Sir; 

I itmil attend elsewhere. [Eait* 

P^ Ptay ye be secure Sir, 

wooM ye say ? how my heart beats and trembles I 
Ht holds me bard by th’ hand ; O my life, her flesh too I 
I know not what to think : her tears, her true ones ; 

team: Hark, do you know me little one? 

O Pidrs Ptdrs I • 

, ^ O my soul ! 

Gm* What fit’s this ? 

Iflte off the hooks too. 

Let me hold thee, • 

Oome all the wor^ and all that hate me* 

Be wiseb not discovered : O how I love ye I 
do ye now i? 
r ABOft I ham been miserable; 

moot vOrtuous eyes have cur’d me, Pidn : 

t ri \ 
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Pray yc tWiik it no imitiodcsty, I km yc, 

My head*8 Wild stilU 

Ped, Be not so. full of passion, 

Nor do not hang so greedily upon me ; 

’Twill be ill taken. 

Alin. Are ye weary of me ? 

I will hang here eternally, kiss ever, 

And weep away for joy. 

EnUr Master. 

Master. I told ye Sir, 

What ye would do : for shame do not afAidl him j 
You have drawn his fit upon him fearfully : 

Either depart, and presently ; Fie force ye else. 

Who waits within ? 

Enter two Keepers to fetch Vm off. 

Ped. Alas good Sir. 

This is the way never to hope recovery. (Governomri 

Mast. Stay but one minute more, Fie complain to die 
Bring in the boy: do you see how he swells, and tears himself f 
Is this your cure ? Be gone ; if the boy miscarry 
Let me ne’r find you more, for Flc so hamper yc— 

Gent. You were to blame : too rash. 

Ped. Farcwel for ever. lEjemnt 

ASlus Quartus. Scena Prima. 

Enter Alphonso, Gent. Juletta. 

Gent. '\/'OU are now within a mile oW Town Sir: if 
I t (my |mmeis 

Would give me leave, I would turn and wait upon ye| 

But for such Gentlemen as you enquire of, 

Certain, I saw none such : But for the boy ye q[Kdce 

I will not say *tis he, but suoh a one; 

Just of that Height. 

Alph. In such clothes? 

Gent. I much mistake else, 

Was sent in th’ other night, a little maddtsh^ 

And where such people wait their cures — 
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I iiiiflefitlitidi fc, ^ 

Gm$* Theft you may quickly fetoir* * 

1 thank ye Sin < 

So do I too: and if there be suph a placti 
X'WC AO more : but you shall hear more of me^ 
may Jft there, and you may play the tyrant $ 
fie $ee what I can do: Tam almost founored 
In foUowiAg him; and yet Fie never leave him, 

Tie cmwi of all four first ; my cause is meritorious, 

And come what can come. 

Gint All you have told me is certain ; 

Complexion, and all else. 

Jlph. It may be she then ; 

And lie so fumble her : is she grown mad now ? 

Is her blood set so high ? Fie have her madded, 

Fie have her worm’d. 

7a/. Mark but the end, old Master, 

If thou becst not sick o’th’ Bots within these five hours, 
And kickst and roar’st ; Fie make ye fart fire, Signior. 

Enter Alinda, as a fooL 

Gent. Here’s one o’th’ house, a fool, an idiot Sir ; 

May be she is going home ; she’l be a guide to ye : 

And so I kiss your hand. [Exit. 

AM. I am your servant. 

Am. O now I am lost, lost, lost, Lord, how I tremble! 
My Father, arm’d in all his hates and angers ; 

Tints is more misery than 1 have scap’d yet. 

AM. Fool, fool. 

ABn. He knows me not ; will ye give me two pence ? 
And gafier, here’s a Crow-flower, and a Dazie ; 

1 hate some pie in my pocket too. 

Alph* This is an arrant foo4 
An ^orant thing. , 

Attn. "Selteve so, and I am happy. 

Dost thou dwell in Sigovia^ fool ? 

^ Am. No AO, I dwell in Heaven. 

Af^ 1 have a fine little house, made of Marmalad. 

Adfi I am a lone woman, and I spin for Saint Peter ; (me. 
1 Iwve a bmidied little children, and they sing Psalms with 
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Alp. pity this pretty thing want 
But why do I stand tsuking wi^ a coxcmnhe 
If I do find her, if 1 light upon her, 
ric say no more. Is this the way to th* Town, ^ i 
Ahn. You must go over the top of that high 
Alp. A plague o’ your fools face. ^ 

Jul, No, take her counsel. * 

Alin. And then you shall come to a River twen^ mlfe 
And twenty mile and ten : and then you must pray, 

And still you must pray, and pray. 

Alp, Pray Heaven deliver me 
From such an ass, as thou art. 

Alin, Amen, sweet Gaffer. 

And fling a sop of Sugcr-cakc into it ; 

And then you must leap in naked. 

Jul, Would he would believe her, 

Alin, And sink seven daies together; can ye sink gaflSsrf 
Alp, Yes coxcomb, yesj prethee farewel: a pox on thee* 

A pla^e o’ that fool too, that set me upon thee. 

Altn, And then Fie bring you a sup of Milk shall settt ye: 

I am going to get Apples. 

Alp, Go to th’ Devil : 

Was ever man tormented with a puppy thus? ^ 

Thou tell me news? thou be a guide? 

Alin. And then Nunkle — (rail nOW 

Alph, Prethee keep on thy way (good Naunt) I cooU 
These ten hours at mine own improvidence : 

Get Apples, and be choak’d : farewel. ^ 

Alin, Farewel Nunkle. 

7 ul, I rcjoycc in any thing that vexes him| 

I shall love this fool extr^mly for’t: 

Could I but sec my Mistris now, to tell her 
How I have truly, honestly wrought for her, 

How I have worn my self away, to serve her^ 

Fool, there’s a Royal for the sport thou isia4*st 
In crossing that old fool, that parted from thee* * ^ ^ 

Alin, Thou art honest sure ; but yet thou must not see iipi * 
I thank ye little Gentleman : Heaven blesi ye ' 

And ric pray for ye too: pray ye kew tUi 
TTwas sent me from the Lady of the Mountaiili ^ 
loS 




Jitl How {irettiljr it pmtdbs ! 

JB0* ^i» VC17 good to mb your underituodiiig : 
t|lAd good iiigbiC the Moon*s up. 

Ptettjr innocent. 

N ^ £'Sm, Now fortune, if thou darst do good, protect meu 

^ ^4 mi follow him to yond’ Town ; he shall not ’scape me# 
I wamt counterfeit a Letter by the way first, (clse^ 
Am one that must carry some cr^it with it ; I am wide 
And all this to no purpose that I aim at. 

A Letter must be hi^ and neatly handled ; 

And then, if Goodwife Fortune do not fail me, 

Haire at his Skirts ; I shall worse anger him 
Than ever I have done, and worse torment him. 

Xt does me good to think how I shall conjure him, 

And crucifie his crabbedness ; he’s my Master, 

But that’s all one ; I’ll lay that on the left hand, 

He would now persecute my harmless Mistriss, 

A fault without forgiveness, as I take it ; 

And under that bold Banner Hies my vengeance, 

A meritorious War, and $0 I’ll make it. 

name of innocence, what’s this the fool gave me ? 

Sim mi ’twas good to rub my understanding. 

Whit 8tfan» Concealment ! Bread or Cheese, or a Chesnut f 
Ha 1 *tls a Ring, a pretty Ring, a right one j 
A Ring I know too ! the very same Ring ; 

0 idhiurable Blockhead ! O base Eyes ! 

A Ring my Mistriss took from me and wore it ; 

1 infolr it by the Posic : {Prick m/, and heaU m/.] 

Itmm tould deliver this, but she her self too ; 

Am I twice sand-blind i twice so near the Blessing 
X wnnM arrive at f and block-ltke never know it ? 

. I ikm tendance but that shall light on thee, 

lieavayi Imd quickly, I* pronounce it ; 
am so many cross wap, there’s no following her j 
w|yi4 tat I most not now ; 1 hope she is right stil^ 
ip ber outward shew, for sure she knew me ; 

,Aifv|ii ibat hope, some few hours I’ll forget her. fJWiV# 

a m ^ 
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SCENE II. 

Enter Rodcrigo. 

Rod, She is not to be recovered, which I vex at ; 

And he beyond my veng’ance, which torments me ; 

0 ! I am tool’d and sleighted, made a Rascal ; 

My hopes are flatter’d, as my present fortunes; 

Why should I wander thus, and play the Coxcomb ? 

Tire out my peace and pleasure for a Girl i 

A Girl that scorns me too ? a thing that hates me ? 

And considered at the best, is but a short Breakfiist 
For a hot appetite : why should I walk and walk thus i 
And fret my self, and travel like a Carrier, 

And peep, and watch ? want Meat, and Wine, to cherish me, 
When thousand women may be had, ten thousand. 

And thank me too, and I sit still : well, trim Beauty 
And Chastity, and all that seem to mine me, 

Let me not take ye, let me not come near yc, 

For I’ll so trim ye, I’ll so bustle with ye ; 

*Tis not the name of Virgin shall redeem yc, 

I’ll change that property : nor tears, nor angers ; 

1 bear a hate about me scorns those follies. 

To find this Villain too, for there’s my main prize: 

And if he snap me then. 

Enter Alinda. 

Alind, Is not that Pedro i 
’T IS he, ’tis he : O * 

Rod, What art thou ? 

Aitnd, Ha ? now, now, now, 

O now most miserable. • 

Rod, What a Devil art thou ? 

Alin, No end of my misfortunes, Heaven f 
Rod, What antick ? 

Speak Puppet, speak. 

Alind, That habit to betray me ? 

Yc holy Saints, can yc sec this ? 

Rod, It danceth ; 

The Devil in a Fools Coat, is he turn’d Innocent ? 

What mops and mows it makes \ heigh ! how it frisketh I 
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a Fairv, or some small Hobgoblin? 

It has a mortal face, and I have a great mind to it. 

But if it should prove the Devil then. 

Alin. Come hither. 

Rid. I think ’twill ravish me, 

It is a handsome thing, but horribly Sun-burnt, 

What’s that it points at ? • 

Alin. Dost thou sec that star there, 

That just above the Sun f 

Prithee go thither, and light me this Tobacco, 

And stop it with the horns o’th’ Moon. 

Rud. The thing’s mad. 

Abominably mad, her brains are butter’d, 

Go sleep, fool, sleep. 

Alin. Thou canst not sleep so swcctlv *, 

For so I can say my Prayers, and then slumber. 

/ am not prmd^ nor of Wine^ 

This little Flower will make me fine ; 

Cruel in Hearty for / will cry^ 

If I see a Sparrow dye ; 

/ am not watchful to do tlly 
Nor glorious to pursue it still ; 

Nor pitiless to those that weep ; 

Such as are^ bid them go sleep. 

Do, do, do, and see if they can. 

Rod. It said true. 

I feel it sink into me forcibly : 

Sure ’til a kind of Sibyl^ some mad Prophet ; 

I feel my wildness bound, and fetter’d in me. 

ARn. Grive me your hand, and I’ll tell you what’s your 
Rod. Here, prithee speak. (fortune. 

Alin. Fyc, fyc, fyc, fye, fye. 

Wash your hatids, and pare your nails, and look finely, 

You shall never kiss the Kiifgs Daughter else. 

Rod. I wash ’em daily. 

ARn. But still you foul ’em faster. 

Rod. This goes nearer. 

ARn. You’ll have two Wives. 

Rjod. Two Wives ? 
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^ f 

Alin, I, two fine Gentlewomen, 

Make much of ’em ; for they’ll stici close to you, Sir : 

And these two, in two days. 

Rod, That’s a fine Riddle. 

Alin, To day you shall wed sorrow, 

And repentance will come to morrow. 

Rod, Sure she’s inspired. * 

Alin, I’ll sing ye a fine Song, Sir. 

He called down his merry men ally 
By oney by twOy by three^ 

William would fain have been the first y 
But now the last is he. 

Rod, This the meer Chronicle of my mishaps, (yonder, 
Alin, ril bid you good ev’n, for my Boat stays for me 
And I must sup with the Moon to Night in the M edit err anmm, 

\ExiU 

Rod, When fools and mad folks will be Tutors to me. 
And feel my sores, yet I unsensible *, 

Sure it was set by Providence upon me 
To steer my heart right, I am wondrous weary. 

My thoughts too, which add more burthen to me; 

I have been ill, and (which is worse) pursu’d it, 

And still run on ; I must think better, nobler, 

And be another thing, or not at all. 

Enter four Pesants, 

Still I grow heavier, heavier. Heaven defend me ; 

I’ll lye down, and take rest ; and goodness guard me. 

1 Pes, We have ’scaped to day well ; certain if the Out^laws 
Had known we had been stirriag, we had paid for’t. 

2 Pes, ’Plague on ’em, they have rob’d me thrice. 

3 Pes, And me five times : 

Beside they made my Daughter one of us too 
An arrant Drum : O, they are the lewdest Rascab, 

The Captain such a damn’d piece of iniquitie : 

But we arc far enough off on ’em, that’s the best on’t, 
They cannot hear, 

4, Thcy’Ic come to me familiarly 
And eat up all I have : drink up my wine too, 



THE MLORIM 

ii th^m be a Servant that contents 
JLct jitr keel bold, they*! give her Stowage enough ; 

We have no Children now, but Thieves, and Outlay 
The very Brats in their Mothers beliics have their qualities. 
They! steal into the world. 

t. Would we had some of *em here. 

1« I, o* that condition .we could Master *em, 

They are sturdy knaves. 

3. A Devil take their sturdiness, 

We can neither keep our wives from *cm nor our States, 
We pay the Rent, and they possess the benefit, 

1. What’s this lies here f is it drunk, or sober ? 

It deeps, and soundly too. 

2. TTis an old woman 

That keeps sheep hereabouts : it turns, and stretches. 

4. Do’s she keep sheep with a sword ? 

3. It has a Beard too. 

1. Peace, peace : it is the Devil RoderigOy 
Peace of all hands, and look. 

2. *Tis he. 

3. Speak softly. 

4* Now we may fit him. 

3, Stay, stay : let’s be provident. 

1. Kill him, and wake him then. 

4. Let me come to him, 

Ev’n one blow at his pate, if eVc he wake more. 

3. So, so, so, lay that by. 

2. I must needs kill him. 

It stands with my reputation. 

3. Stand ofi^ I say : 

Ana let us some way make* him sure ; then torture him« 

To ktll him presently, has no pleasure in’t. 

ITas been tormenting of us, at least this twelve moneth. 
Jiadl Oh me I 
ML He comes: he comN. 

4. Has he no Guns about him i 

3« Softly again : no, no : take that hand easily, 

Ana tye it fast there : that to th’ other bough there. 

Fait, mt, and easie lest he wake. 

2» Have we got ye? 
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This was a benefit we never aim’d at, 

3, Out with your knives, and let’s carve this Cocktilkf| 
Daintily carve him. 

2. I would he had been used thus 

Ten year agoe ; we might have thought we had children. 

3. O, that Sir Nicholas now our Priest were here, 

What a sweet Homily would he say over him, 

For ringing all in, with his wife in the Bell-frey ! 

He would stand up stifFe girt, now pounce him lightly 
And as he roars, and rages, let’s go deeper : 

Come near : you are dim-ey’d : on with your spectacles. 

Rod, O, what torments me thus ? what slaves, what 
O spare me, do not murther me. (villains ? 

3. We’l but tickle ye, 

You have tickled us at all points. 

4. Where are his Emhlemes ? 

Enter Pedro. 

Rod, As ye are men, and Christians, 

2 , Yes we hear ye, 

And you shall hear of us too. 

Rod, O no mercy. 

Fed, What noise is this I what roar ? I cannot find her, 
She is got free again: but where, or which way? 

Rod, O villains, beasts. 

Fed, Murdering a man, ye Rascals? 

Ye inhumane slaves, off, off, and leave this cruelty, 

Or as I am a Gentleman : do ye brave me ? 

Then have among ye all, ye slaves, ye cowards, 

Take up that sword, and stand : stay ye base rascals. 

Ye cut-throat rogues. 

J/l, Away, away. [Exeunt 

Fid, Ye dog-whelps. 

Rod, O, I am now more wretched far, than ever. 

Fed, A violence to that habit ? ha ? Roderigo^ 

What makes he here, thus clad ? is it repentance, 

Or only a fair shew to guile his mischiefs? 

Rod, This benefit has made me shame to sec him. 

To know him, blush. 

Fed, You are not much hurt? 
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Had* Mo Sir ; 

All 1 cm call a hurt^ sticks in mj conscience, 

Tlttt pricks and tortures me. 

^ JPad* Have ye consider’d 
The nature of these men, and how they us’d ye? 

Was it feir play ? did it appear to you handsom ? 

Rad, I dare not speak : or if I do ’tis nothing 
Can bring me off, or justice me. 

Padk Was it noble 

Tb be o’re-laid with odds, and violence? 

Manly, or brave in these thus to oppress ye ? 

Do you blush at this, in such as are meer rudeness, 
That have stopr souls, that never knew thin^ gentle ? 
And dare you glorifie worse in your self Sir r 
Ye us’d me with much honour, and I thank ye. 

In this I have requited some : ye know me : 

Come turn not back, ye must, and ye shall know me j 
Had I been over season’d with base anger. 

And suited all occasions to my mischiefs. 

Bore no respeft to honesty. Religion, 

No faith, no common tye of man, humanity. 

Had I had in me, but given reins, and licence 
To a tempestuous will, as wild as winter, 

This day, know Rodtrigo^ I had set 
As small a price upon thy life and fortunes. 

As thou didst lately on mine innocence ; 

But I reserve thee to a nobler service. 

Rad, I thank ye, and I’le study more to honour y( 
You haire the nobler soul, I must confess it. 

And arc the greater Master of your goodness. 

Though at be impossible I ^ould now recover. 

And my rude will grow handsom in an instant. 

Yet touching but the pureness of your metal. 
Something shall shew like gold, at least shall glister, 
That met! may hope, although the mind be rugged, 
Stonv, and hard to work, yet time, and honour 
Shall find and bring forth that, that’s rich and worthy. 

Pid* ric trie that : and toth’ purpose : ye told me 
111 noble emulation, so I take it \ 

Fte put your hatred far off, and forget it, 
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You had a fair desire to try my valour: 

You seem’d to court me to it ; you have found a tim% 

A weapon in your hand, an equal enemy, 

That, as he puts this off, puts off all injuries, 

And only now for honours sake defies ye : 

NoWj as you are a man, I know you are valiant, 

As you are gentle bred, a Sould^er fashioned. 

Rod, His vertue startles me. I dare fight Pedr&, 

Ped, And as you have a Mistris that you honour, 
Mark me, a Mistns. 

Rod, Ha? 

Ped, A handsome Mistris, 

As you dare hold your self deserving of her. 

Rod, Deserving ? what a word was that to fire me ? 
Ped, I could compel ye now without this circumstance, 
But rie deal free, and fairly, like a Gentleman : 

As ye are worthy of the name ye carry, 

A oaring man. 

Rod, O that I durst not suffer : 

For all I dare do now, implies but penance. 

Ped, Now do me noble right. 

Rod, I’ll satisfic ye ; 

But not by th’ sword, pray you hear me, and allow mej 
I have been rude ; but shall I be a Monster, 

And teach my Sword to hurt that that preserv’d me? 
Though I be rough by nature, shall my name 
Inherit that eternal stain of barbarous ? 

Give me an enemy, a thing that hates ye, 

That never heard of yet, nor felt your goodness. 

That is one mam antipathy to sweetness ; 

And set me on, you cannot hold me Coward; 

If I have ever err’d, ’thas been in hazard ; 

The temper of my Sword starts at your Vertue, 

And will flye off, nay it will weep to light ye; 

Things excellently mingled, and of pure nature. 

Hold sacred Love, and peace with one another, 

Sec how it turns. 

Ped, This IS a strange Conversion : 

And can ye fail your Mistriss? can ye grow ctdd 
In such a case? 
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JIM* hau:$ that they add to ii% 

1(0 a«lWc let os fee! *€111 rightly, 

^4tid ri^tiy but consider how they move us. 

PmJ h not their honour ours? 

® If ttey be vertuous, 

And then the Sword adds nothing to their lustre, 

But rather calls in question ^what*s not doubted $ 

If they be not, the best Swords, and best valours 
Can never fight ’em up to fame again; 

No, not a Christian War, and that’s held pious, 

Pi4, How bravely now he is tempered ! I must fight, 
And rather make it honourable, than angry, 

1 would not task those sins to me committed. (’em. 

Rad. You cannot, Sir, you have cast those by : discarded 
«And in a noble mind, so low, and loosely 
To look back, and collect such lumps, and lick ’em 
Into new horrid forms again — 

Pid. Still braver. 

Rod. To fight, because I dare, were worse and weaker 
Than if I had a woman in my cause. Sir, 

And more proclaim’d me fool : yet I must confess 
I have been covetous of all occasions, 

And this I have taken upon trust, for noble. 

The more shame mine : devise a way to fight thus, 

That like the wounded air, no bloud may issue. 

Nor where the Sword shall enter, no lost spirit. 

And set me on : I would not scare that bc^y. 

That vertuous, valiant body, nor deface it 
To make the Kingdom mine : if one must bleed. 

Let me be both the Sacrifice and Altar, 

And the Priest ; I have ^deserv’d to suffer. 

Pid^ The noble Roderigo^ now I call ye, 

And thus" my love shall ever count, and hold ye. 

R^^ I am your servant. Sir, and now this habit, 
Devottcut, not distrust shall put upon me, 
ffl wait upon your fortunes, that’s my way now. 

And where you grieve, or joy, I’ll be a Partner. 

JPni I thank ye. Sir, 1 shall be too proud of ye, 

O 1 eould ndl ye strange things. 

^ MmL I guess at ’em, 
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Act# 


I could curse ttiy sclf^ I made ’cni stnui^et; 

Yet my mind says you are not far from happiness. 

Ped, It shall be welcome ; come, let^ keep up thus still, 

♦ And be as we appear; Heavens hand may bless us. 

[Exmnt • 

SCENE III. 


Enter Alphonso, Master and Keepers. 

Mast. Yes, Sir, here be such people; but how pleasing 
They will appear to you. 

Alph. Tray let me see ’em, 

I come to that end ; ’pray let me see ’em all. (ward. 

Mast, They will confound ye, Sir, like Bells rung back- 
They are nothing but Confusion, and meer Noises. 

Alph, May be I love a noise ; but hark ye, Sir, «. 
Have ye no Boys ? handsome young Boys ? 

Mast, Yes, one, Sir, 

A very handsome Boy. 

Alph, Long here ? 

Mast, But two days ; ^ 

A little crazed ; but much hope of recovery. 

Alp, I, that Boy, let me see, may be I know him, 
That Boy I say ; this is the Boy he told me of, 

And it must need be she ; that Boy, I beseech ye, Sir, 

That Boy I come to see. 

Mast, And ye shall see him ; 

Or any else : but pray be not too violent, (cies } 

Alph, I know what to do, I warrant ye ; I am for aU fan- 
I can talk to ’em, and dispute. 

I Keep, As madly ; 

For they arc very mad, Sir. 

Alph. Let ’em be horn-mad, (their own. Sir, 

I Keep, We have few Citizens : they have Bedlams of 
And are mad at their own charges. 

Alph. Who lyes here ? 

Mast, Tray ye do not disturb ’em, Sir, here lie such youths 
Will make you start if they but dance their trenchmeu'es, ^ 
Fetch out the Boy, Sirrah ; hark ! 

Irons within. English 

JmBm* 
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Mph. Heigfh 

Eng* Bcntfice, ' 

Clap fcer o’th^ «tar-b<Mird$ boutice^ top the Can. 

ScM* Dead ve dog. dead, do ye quarrel in ifly Kingdom ? 
Give me my trident. ^ ^ 

Eng* Bounce, *twixt wind and water, 

Leaden with Mackrel 5 O Jbravc meat. 

Schd* My Sea horses ; 

ril charge the Northern Wind, and break his Bladder. 

Part* Pll sell my Bells before I be out-brav*d thus. 
Alph* What’s he ? what’s he ? 

Matt* A Parson, Sir, a Parson 
That run mad for tyth Goslings. 

Alph* Green sawee cure him. 

Part* I’ll curse ye all, I’ll excommunicate ye; 

Thou Engliih Herctick, give me the tenth Pot. 

Eng* Sue me, I’ll drink up all, bounce I say once more. 
O have I split your Mizen ? blow, blow thou West-wind, 
Blow till thou rive, and make the Sea run roaring. 

I’ll hiss it down again with a Bottle of Ale. 

SchoL TrttoHy why Trtton. 

Eng* Triun\ drunk with Metheglin, 

Seh* Strike, strike the surges, strike. 

Eng* Drink, drink, *tis day light ; 

Drink, didle, didlc, didlc, drink. Parson^ proud Parton j 
A Pigs tail in thy teeth, and I dcfic thee. 

Par* Give me some porndg, or I’ll damn thee, English* 
Alph* How comes this English mad man here ? 
matt* Alas, that’s no question ; 

Thejr arc mad every where, Sir ; 

Their fits arc cool now, let ’em rest. 

Enter Keepers and She^fms* 

Alph* Mad Gallants ; 

Most admirable mad ; I love ri\eir faces. (lookt to him i 

1 K^* Ye stinking Whore, who knew of this? who 
*Pcuc tike him^ he was sleepy when I left him. 

2 Ki^* Certain he made the fool drunk. 

Mast* How now, who’s this here? 

Wbeie ii the Boy ? 




ao9 


o 



THE PILGRIM 


I K$ip. The B07, Sir? 

MasU I, the Bov, Sir. 

I Keep, Here’s all the Boys we found. 

Mast. These are his Cloaths. 

But where’s the Boy ? 

She-fool. The Boy is gone a Maying, 

He’ll bring me home a Cuckows N^st; do you bear, Mi 0 $* 
I put my Cloaths off, and I dizen’d him, 

And pin’d a Plum in’s forehead, and a feather. 

And buss’d him twice, and bid him go seek his fortune 5 
He gave me this fine money, and fine Wine too. 

And bid me sop ; and gave me these trim Cloaths too, 

And put ’em on. 

Alph. Is this the Boy you would shew ? 

She’-fooL I’ll give you two pence, Master. 

Alph. Am I fool’d of all sides ? 

I met a fool I’th’ Woods, they said she dwelt here. 

In a long pied Coat. 

Mast. That was the very Boy, Sir. 

She-f. I, I, I, I gave him leave to play, forsooth. 

He’ll come again to morrow, and bring peascods. 

Mast. I’ll bring your bones. 

Alph. ’Pox o’ your fools, and Bedlams, 

’Pla^e o’ your Owls and Apes. 

Mast. ’Pray ye, Sir, be tamer. 

We cannot help this presently, but we shall know } 

I’ll rccompence your Care too. 

Alph. Know me, a pudding, 

You juggle, and ye fiddle; fart upon ye; 

I am abused. 

Mast. ’Pray ye. Sir. [Welsh mad-mtts* 

Alph. And I will be abused, Sir, 

And you shall know I am abused. 

Welsh. Whaw, Mr. Keeper. 

Alph. ’Pox o’ thy whaws, and thy whynis, 

*Pox o’ thy urship. (wash-^Mr, 

Wei. Give me some Ceeze, and Onions; give me 

I have in my bellies, give me abundance, 

Pendragm was a Shcntleman, marg you, Sir, 

And the Organs at Rixum were made by Revditions, 
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Thde li a ipirit blowsi and blows dio 
Aai tb^ sing. 

What Moon-calPs this ? what dream I 

Ma$t. *Prajr ye, Sir, observe him, 

♦He is a Mountaineer, a man of Goteland. 

Wibh. I will beat thy face as black as a blue Clout, 

I will leave no more sheet in thine eyes. 

He will not hurt* ye. 

Wtbh^ Give me a great deal of Guns; thou art the Devils, 
I know thee by thy tails; poor OwerC% hungry, 

I will ^ thy bums full of Bullets. 

This is the rarest Rascal, 

He S|»eak$ as if he had butter-milk in*s mouth, 

Is dhis any thing akin to th’ English ? 

MmU The elder Brother, Sir, 

He run mad because a Rat eat up*s Cheese. 

Alpb» H’ad a great deal of reason, Sir. 

W^bh* Basilm manusy is for an old Codpiss, mark ye, 

I will borrow thy Urships Whore to seal a Letter. 

MasU Now he grows villainous. 

Abh^ Methinks he’s best now. 

mmu Away with him. 

Alph. He shall not. 

MasU Sir, he must. 

WthK I will sing and dance, 


Do any thing. 

Abb* w ill thou declaim in Greek ? 

Mmt* Away with the fool, 

And whip her soundly. Sirrah. 

Sbi^L I’ll tell no more tales. [Exit* 

Alfit* Or wilt thou flyc i’th’ air ? 

Enp Do, and Fll catch thee. 

And like a wisp of Hay, I’ll whirl, and whirl thee, 

And puff* thee up, and puff thee up. 

SemL Fll save thee, • 

And thou shalt fall into the Sea, soft, softly. (men. 

I’ll get upon a mountain, and call my Country- 
Mmt* They all grow wild, away with him tor Heavens 
$ify w are much to blame. (sake, 

A^fJk^ No^ no^ ’tis brave, Sir, 
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ife have coze#d me} Hi make you mad. 

Mast. In with him, 

^Md lock him fast. 

Alph. ril sec him in his lodging. ^ [Bmim 

Mast. What means this Grcntleman ? 

Enter Juletta. 

Jul. He’s in ; have at him, 

Arc you the Master, Sir ? 

Mast. What would you with him ? 

Jul. I have a business from the Duke of Medina^ 

Is there not an old Gentleman come lately in ? 

Mast. Yes, and a wild one too, but not a Prisoner. 

Jul. Did you observe him well ? ’tis like it may be he. 
Mast. I have seen younger men of better temper. 

Jul, You have hit the cause I come for ; there’s a Letter, 
Pray ye peruse it well ; I shall be wi’ ye 5 
Ana suddenly, I fear not, finely, daintily, 

I shall so feed your fierce vexation. 

And raise your Worships storms ; I shall so niggle ye, 

And juggle yc, and fiddle ye, and firk ye : 
ril make ye curse the hour ye vext a Woman ; 

I’ll make yc shake when our Sex arc but sounded ; 

For the Lords sake we shall have him at } I long to sec it 
As much as for my wedding night ; I gape after it. 

Mast. This Letter says the Gentleman is lunaticl^ 

I half suspefted it, 

7 ul. *Tis very true, Sir, 
such pranks he has plaid. 

Mast, He’s some great man. 

The Duke commands me wvth such care to look to him, 
And if he grow too violent, to correft him, 

To use the speediest means for his recovery, 

And those he must find sharp. 

Jul. The better for hkn. 

Mast. How got yc him hither? 

Jul. With a tram, I told him; 

He’s in love with a Boy, there lyes his mdancholy. 

Mast. Hither he came to se^ one. 

Jul. Yes, I sent him, 
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tllp W »e dalt b; Ime, wt M nmf bnnglit bio. 

Hare was a B07. 

Til/. He saw him not? 
mmt He was ^ne first. 

T«/. It is the better i look you to your charge wellj 
I’ll see bim lodged, for so Duke commanded me. 

He will be very rough. 

' Mast We are us’d to that, Sir, 

And we as rough as he, if he give occasion. 

7 uL You will find him gainful, but be sure ye curb him, 
get him, if ye can fairly, to his lodging. 


Enter Alphonso. 

I am afraid ye will not. 

Matt, We must sweat then. (noise, 

Alph. What dost thou talk to me of noises ? Tl have more 
ril have all loose, and all shall play their prizes ; 

Thy Master has let loose the Boy I lookt for, 

Basclv convey’d him hence. 

Aeep, Will ye go out. Sir ? 

Alph, I will not out ; I will have all out with me, 

[Shake Irons, 

I’ll have thy Master in j he’s only mad here : (Boys. 

And Rogues, I’ll have ye all whipt ; heigh, mad Boys, mad 
Jul, Do you perceive him now ? 

Mast, ’Tis too apparent. 

JuL I am glad she is gone ; he raves thus. 

Mast, Do you hear. Sir ? 

Tray will ye make less stir, and see your Chamber, 

Cali in more help, and make the Closet ready. (yt. 

Keep, I thought he was mad ; I’ll have one long lash at 
Alph, My Chamber ? where my Chamber f why my 
Where’s the young Boy? (Chamber? 

Mast, Nay, Pray ye. Sir, be more modest 
For your own Credit ; the people sec ye. 

And I would use ye with the b^t. 

Al^, Best, hang ye, 

What dost thou thimt me mad? 

Mmt, Pray, and be civi4 

Heaven wskj ddiver ya 
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Ahh. Into a rogues hands. 

Mast, You do but draw more misery upon ye," 

And add to your disease. 

Alph, Get from me. 

Mast, No Sir, 

You must not be left so : bear ^ your self civilly, ,, 

And ’twill be better for ye : swell not, nor chafe not 
Alp, I am a Gentleman, and a neighbour, rascal* 

Mast, A great deal the more pity : I have heard of yc. 
Jul, Excellent Master. 

Mast, The Duke is very tender too. 

Alph, Am I lunatique ? am I run mad ? 

What dost thou talk to me of Dukes, and Devils, 

Why do the people gape so ? 

Mast, Do not anger ’em, 

But go in quietly, and slip in softly 

They will so tew ye, else, I am commanded Sir. 

Alph, Why, prethee why ? 

Mast, Ye are dog-mad : you perceive it not. 

Very far mad : and whips will scant recover ye. 

Alph, Ha ! whips ? 

Mast, I whips, and sore whips, and ye were a Lord Sir, 
If yc be stubborn here. 

Alph, Whips ? what am I grown ? 

^ul, O I could burst : hold, hold, hold, hold o’ both ends, 
How he looks, pray heaven, he be not mad indeed. 

Alph, I do not perceive I am so; but if you think it, 
Nor ric be hangd if ’t be so. 

Mast, Do you see this Sir ? [Irons brought im* 

Down with that Devil m yc. ^ 

Alph, Indeed I am angry, 

But ric contain my self ; O I could burst now, 

And tear my self, but these rogues will torment me, 

Mad in mine old days? make mine own afflictions? 

Mast, What do you mutter Sir? 

Alph, Nothing, Sir, nothing ; 

I will go in, and quietly, most civilly : 

And Sir, let none of your tormentors come about 10%. 
You nave a gentle face ; they look like Drains* 

Mast, Be civil and be s^e : come, for diese two 
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11m mitsi eat nothing neither : ’twill ease your fits Sir. 

TTwill starve me Sir ; but I must bear it joyfiilljr. 
1 may deep? 

MmU Yes, a little: go in with these men. 

jihk O miserable me I [fx'iV. 

mMit ric follow presently, 

You see ’tis done Sir, • 

^ yuL Ye have done it handsomely, 

And I’lc ifdbrm the Duke so : pray ye attend him. 

Let him Want nothing, but his wilL 
Mmt He shall not. 

And if he be rebellious — 
y«/. Never spare him : 

H’as flesh, and hide enough, he loves a whipping. 

Mast. My service to his Grace. [Exit, 

yul. I shall commend it. 

So, thou art fast : I must go get some fresh room 
To laugh, and caper in : O how it tickles me I 
O how it tumbles me with joy ! thy mouth’s stopt : 

Now if I can do my Mistris good, I am Sainted. [Exit. 


ABhts Quintus. Scena Prima. 

Enter Seberto, Curio, 

8tk "NT Ow, o’ my conscience, we have lost him utterly, 
1 \ He’s not gone home : we heard from thence this 
And since our parting last at Roderigo's (morning, 

You know what ground we have travel’d. 

Can He’s asleep sure : 

For if he had been awake, we should have met with him : 
’Faith let’s turn back, we have but a fruitless journey ; 

And to hope further of Alindas recovery, 

(For sure sbc’l rather perish return) 
it but to seek a Moth i’th’ Sun. 

We’l on sure; 

Something we’l know, some cause of ail this fooling, 
lldm iome discovery. 

iPir. Which way shall we cast then, 
all the Champion Coimtry, and the villages, 
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And all those sides? 

Sei, We’l cross these woods awhile then : 

Here if we fail, we’l gallop to Segovia, 

And if we light of no news there, hear nothing; 

Wc’l even turn fairly home, and coast the other side. 

Cur, He may be sick, or fain into some danger; 

He has no guide, nor no man to attend him, 

Seb, He’s well enough, he has a travel’d body, 

And though he be old, he’s tough, and will endure well; 
But he is so violent to finde her out, 

T'hat his anger leads him a thousand wild-goose chases ; 
rie warrant he is well. 

Cur, Shall we part company ? 

Seb, By no means, no : that were a sullen business : 
No pleasure in our journey : come, let’s cross here first, 
And where we find the paths, let them direft us, [Exeunt, 


SCENE IL 

Enter Juletta, Alinda. 

Jul, Why are you still so fearfull of me. Lady? 

So doubtfull of my faith, and honest service ? 

To hide your self from me, to fly my company? 

Am I not yours ? all yours ? by this light you shake still ; 
Do ye suspe^ me false ? did I ever fail ye ? 

Do you think I am corrupted? base? and treacherous? 
Lord, how ye look ! Is not my life ty’d to ye ? 

And all the power I have to serve, and honour ye ? 

Still do ye doubt ? still am I terrible ? 

I will not trouble ye : good Htfaven preserve ye. 

And send ye what yc wish : I will not sec ye, 

Nor once remember I had such a Mistris, 

I will not speak of ye, nor name 

For fear you should suspeft I would betray ye: 

Goodness and peace condu^ ye. 

/fiin, Prethec pardon me, 

I know thou art truly faithfull : and thou art welcom, 

A wclcom partner to my miseries; 

Thou knowst 1 love thee too. 
ai6 



THE PILGRIM 


Sc. m* 

yul I have thought so^ Lady. 

JSm AlaS| my fears have so distiaAed me 
I durst not trust my self. 

7 uL Comcy pray yc think better, 
cast those by : at least consider, Lady, 

How to prevent 'em : pray yc put off this fools coat 5 
Though it have kept ye secret for a season, 

^Tis known now, and will betray ye; your arch enemy 
Roderi^o is abroad : many are looking for ye. 

Aim* I know it : and those many I have cozen’d, 
yuL You cannot still do thus. 

AUn^ I have no means to shift it. 
yuL I have : and shift you too. I lay last night 
At a poor widows house here in the Thicket, 

Whither I will conduit ye, and new shape yc, 

My self too to attend ye. 

Alin* What means hast thou ? , 

For mine are gone. 

JuL Fear not, enough to serve yc ; 

I came not out so empty. 

Alin* Prethee tell me, 

(For thou hast struck a kind of comfort through me.) 
When saw’st thou Roderigo i 

7 ul* Even this morning, 

in these woods : take heed, h’as got a new shape. 
Alin* The habit of a Pilgrim ? yes, I know it, 

And I hope shall prevent it ; was he alone ? 

yuL No Madam, and which made me wonder mightily, 
He was in company with that handsom Pilgrim, 

That sad sweet man. 

Alin* That I forgot to give to? 

yul* The same, the very same, that you so pitied, 

A man as fit to suit his villanies. 

Alin* And did they walk together ? 
yul. Wondrous civilly. 

Alin* Talk, and discourse? 
yul* I think so, for I saw ’em 
Mai^ many stands, and then embrace each other. 

AUn, The Pilgrim is betrai’d, a Judus dwells with him, 
A £fifciit that will seem a Saint to choak him. 
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Canst thou but shew me this? 

JuL Lord how she trembles ! 

Not thus, for all the world, ye are undone then ; 

But let’s retire, and alter, then we’l walk free; 

And then Tie shew ye any thing. 

Alin, Come, good wench, 

And speedily : for I have stranga faiths working. 

As strange fears too, Tie tell thee all my life then. 

7 uL Come quick, Tie condu(S ye, and still serve ye, 
do not fear ; hang fear, it spoils all projefts. 

This way ; Tie be your guide. [Exeunt* 

SCENE III. 

Enter GovernouTy Verdugo, Citizens. 

Gcru. Use all your sports. 

All your ^lemnities ; ’tis the Kings day to morrow, 

His birth-day, and his marriage, a glad day, 

A day we ought to honour, all. 

1 Citi. We will Sir, 

And make Segovia ring with our rejoycings. 

Gov. Be sumptuous, but not riotous ; be bounteous^ 

But not in drunken Bacchanals : free to all strangers, 

Easie, and sweet m all your entertainments. 

For ’tis a Rcwal day admits no rudeness, (your self, 

2 Citi. Your Lordship will do us the honour to be here 
And grace the day? 

Gov. ’Tis a mam part of my service. (ration 

3 Citi. I hope your honour has taken into your conside- 
The miseries we have suffered bv these Out-laws, 

The losses, hourly fears ; the ruae abuses 
Strangers that travel to us are daily loaden with, 

Our Daughters, and our wives complaints. 

Gov. I am sorry for’t. 

And have Commission from the King to case it: 

You shall not be long vext. 

I Cit. Had we not walls, Sir, 

And those continually man’d too with our watches, 

We should not have a bit of meat to feed us. 

And yet they are our friends, and we must think so, 
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And antertiiti *ein so sometimeSi and feast *efii| 

And send ’em loaden home too^ we are lost else. {Cbrhtmm^ 
2 CiV. Thejr’l come to Church amongst us, as we hope 
Wlien all their zeal is but to steal the Chalices; 

At this good time now, if your Lordship were not here, 
To awe their violence with your authority, 

Th^ would play such gombals. 

Gmf. Arc they grown so heady? (Bonfires; 

a CiV. They would drink up all our Wine, piss out our 
Then, like the drunken CentaureSy have at the birest, 

Nay, have at all : four-score and ten’s a Goddess, 

Whilst we, like fools, stand shaking in our cellars. 

Go^* Are they so fierce upon so little suflFerance? 

Fie give ’em such a purge, and suddenly. 

VtrmgOy after this solemnity is over, 

Call on me for a charge of men, of good men, 

To see what house these knaves keep : of good Sipuldiers, 
As sturdy as themselves : that dare dispute with ’em, 

Dare walk the woods as well as they, as fearless, 

But with a better faith belabour ’em ; 

rie know what claim they have to their possession. 

’Tis pity of their Captain RoderigOy 
A welLbred Gentleman, and a good Souldier, 

And one his Majesty has some little reason 
To thank, for sundry services, and fair ones; 

That long negleA bred this, I am sorry for him. 

The hope of his estate keeps back his pardon. 
There’s divers wasps, that buz about that hony-box, 

And long to lick themselves full. 

Gsv. True FerdugOy 

Would he had but the patience to discern it. 

And policy to wipe their lips. 

Ferd, To fetch him in Sir, 

1^ violence, he being now /io infant, 

Will ask some bloody crowns. I know his people 
Are of his own choice, men that will not totter, 

Nm* blench much at a Bullet; I know his order. 

And though he have no multitude, h’as manhood; 

The idder-twin to that too, staid experience. 

Bnt if he must be forced, Sir, — 
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Act V 

Gov. There’s no remedy, 

Unless he come himself. 

Fer. That will be doubtfull. 

Did you never hear yet of the noble Pedro i 

Gov. I cannot by no means : I think he’s dead sure ; 
The court bewails much his untimely loss : 

The King himself laments him. * 

P'erd, He was sunk ; 

And if he be dead, he died happily, 

He buried all he had in the Kings service. 

And lost himself. 

Gov. Well ; if he be alive. Captain, 

(As hope still speaks the best) I know the Kings mind 
So inwardly and full, he will be happy. 

Come, to this preparation ; when that’s done. 

The Out-laws expedition is begun. 

Cit. We’l contribute all to that, and help our selves too. 

[Exeunt. 


SCENE IV. 

Enter Roderigo, Pedro. 

Rod. How sweet these solitary places are ! how wantonly 
The wind blows through the leaves, and courts, and playes 

(with ’em I 

Will ye sit down, and sleep ? the heat invites ye. 

Hark how yond purling stream dances, and murmurs, 

The Birds sing softly too : pray take some rest, Sir. 

I would fain wooe his fancie to a peace. 

It labours high and hastily upon him ; 

Pray ye sit, and Tie sit by. 

Pid. I cannot sleep friend, 

I have those watches here admit no slumbers, 

Saw yc none yet ? 

Rod. No creature. 

Ped. What strange Mustek 
Was that we heard afar oflF? 

Rod. I cannot guess; 

*Twas loud, and shrill : sometimes it shew’d hard by US, 
And by and by the sound fled as the wind does; 
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PiJ. It much delighted me. 

R 0 d. They ulk of Fairies, and such demi-devils| 

This is a fine place to dance their gambols,-^ 

Pid. Me thought I heard a voyce. [Mmici and Birdi, 
R$d^ They can sing admirably, 

They never lose their maiden-heads: I would fool any way 
To make him merry now: methink yond rocks yonder 
Shew like inchanted Cells, where they inhabit. 

[Mustek afar offl Pot Birds^ 
Pid, *Tis here again, hark gentle RoderigOy 
Hark, hark: O sweet, sweet, how the Birds record too! 
Mark how it flics now every way. O love. 

In such a harmony art thou begotten, 

In such soft air, so gentle, lull’d and nourish’d, 

0 my best Mistris ! 

Rod, How he weeps ! dear Heaven 
Give him his hearts content, and me forgive too. 

1 must melt too. 

Ped, The Birds sing louder, sweeter, 

And every note they emulate one another. 

Lie still and hear : These when they have done their labours, 

Enter Alinda, and Juletta, /tke old Women, 

Their pretty airs, fall to their rests, enjoy ’em. 

Nothing rocks Love asleep, but death. 

Rod, Who are these? 

Pid. What. 

Rod. Those there, those, those things that come upon us, 
Those grandam things, those strange antiquities. 

Did not I say these woods begot strange wonders? 

7a/. Now ye may view ’em. 

Ann, Ha? 

7«/* The men ye long’d for. 

Here they arc both : now ye may boldly talk with ’em, 
And never be ghess’d at : be not afraid, nor faint not $ 
They wonder at us ; let’s maintain that wonder j 
Shalte not, but what ye purpose do discreetly, 

And firom your tongue I’le take my part. 

AUn, Ha? 
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y«/. There : before ye, there, do not mrh 
If ye do love, carry your Love out handsomely* 
yf/in. *Tis he and Roderigo\ what a peace 
Dwells in their faces, what a friendly calm 
Crowns both their souls ! 

Rod, They show as if they were mortal, ^ 

They come upon us still. 

red. Be not afraid, Man, • 

Let ^em be what they will, they cannot hurt us* 

Rod, That thing i’th* Button’d-cap looks terribly* 

She has Guns in her eyes, the Devils Ingcncer. 

Fed, Come, stand, and let’s go meet ’em. 

Rod, Go you first. 

I have less faith ; when I have said my Prayers — 

Fed, There needs no fear, hale reverend dames. 

Alin, Good even. 

What do ye seek ? 

Fed, Wc would seek happier fortunes. 

Rod, That little devil has main need of a Barber, 
What a trim beard she has ! 

Alin, Seek ’em, and make ’em. 

Lie not still, nor longer here. 

Here inhabits nought but fear. 

Be constant good, in faith be clear. 

Fortune will wait ye every where. 

Fed, Whither should we go ? for wc believe thy reverence, 
And next obey. 

Alin, Go to Segovioj 

And there before the Altar pay thy vowes. 

Thy gifts, and prayers : unload thy heaviness, 

To morrow shed thy tears, and gain thy suit, 

Such honest noble showrs, ne’rc wanted fruit. 

Jul, Stand you out too. 

Rod, I shall be hang’d, or whipt now ; 

These know, and these have power. 

Jul, See how he shakes. 

A secure conscience never quakes, 

Thou hast been ill ; be so no more, 

A good retreat is a great store. 

Thou hast commanded men of might, 
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Cimmfd dijr self, snd then thou art right. 

JSm, Cbimiiaiid thy wtU : thy feul desires. 

Put 0ttt and quench thy unhallowed fires: 

Cnmtnand thy mind, and make that pure ; 

Thtvu art wise then, valiant, and secure. 

A blessing then thou maist beget. 

JuL A curse else that shall never set 
Will light upon thee: Say* thy Prayers, 

Thou hast as many sins, as hairs. 

Thou art a Captain, let thy men 
Be honest, and good thoughts, and then 
Thou maist command, and lead in chief, 

Yet thou art Moody, and a thief. 

Rod. What shall I do? I do confess. 
jilin. Retire, 

And purge thee perfed in his fire: 

His life observe ; live in his School, 

And then thou shalt put off the fool. 

JuL Pray at Segovia too, and give 
Thy Offrings up, repent, and live. 

J&f. Away, away : enquire no more, 

Do this, ye arc rich, else fools, and poorj 
What rousick’s this? 

JuL Retire ? ’tis some neat Joy, 

In honour of the Kings great day : they wonder. 

This comes in right to confirm their reverence. 

Away, away, let them admire, it makes 
For our advantage : how the Captain shakes I 
Pid* This was the Musick. 

Rod, Yes, yes, how I sweat ! 

1 was never so deserted ; sure these woods 

Art only inhabited with rate dreams, and wonders; 

1 would not be a knave again, a villain : 

O bow I loath it now: for these know all Sir, 

And they would find me out. 

Pod. They arc excellent women. 

Deep in their knowledge, friend. 

Rod* I would not be traytor. 

And have these of my Jury ; how light I am, 

And bow my heart laughs now me thinks within me ! 


[Musick within. 


[Exit, 
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Now I am Catechis’d, I would ever dwell 
For here is a kind of Court of Reformation j 
Had I been stubborn friend. 

Ped. Thev would have found it. 

Rod, And then they would have handled me a new way. 
The Devils dump had been danced then. 

Ped, Let’s away 

And do their great commands, and do ’em handsomely : 
Contrite, and true, for I believe RoderigOy 
And constantly believe, we shall be happy. 

Rod, So you do well ; fall edge or flat o* my side ; 

All I can stagger at is the Kings anger. 

Which if It come, I am prepar’d to meet it. 

Ped, The King has mercy, friend, as well as Justice : 
And when you fall : no more — 

Rod, I hope the fairest. [Exeunt, 

SCENE V. 

Enter Maiter^ Seberto, Curio. 

(sought him : 

Cur, We have told ye what he is : what time we have 
His nature, and his name : the seeming Boy too 
Ye had here, how, and what by your own relation, 

All circumstances we have clear’d : That the Duke sent hiip 
We told ye how impossible ; he knows him not ; 

That he is mad himself, and therefore fit 

To be your Prisoner, we dare swear against it. (him ; 

Seb, Take heed Sir, be not madder than you would make 
Though he be rash, and suddain (which is all his wildness) 
Take heed ye wrong him not : he is a Gentleman, 

And so must be restor’d and clear’d in all points; 

The King shall be a Judge else. 

Cur, *Twas some trick 

That brought him hither: the boy, and letter conterfeit, 
Which shall appear, if ye dare now detain him. 

Mast, I dare not oir ; nor will not: 1 believe ye^ 

And will restore him up : had 1 known sooner 
H’ad been a neighbour, and the man you speak him, 
(Though as I live, he carried a wild seeming) 
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Mf Service, mi mjr self fad both ^ttcnded him. 
How I have us’d him, let him speak. 

Sd, Let’s in, and visit him : 

Then to the holy Temple : there pay our duties, 
And so we’l take our leaves. 


Mast* I’lc wait upon you. 

SCENE VI. 

[Exeunt* 

An Altar prepar'd. 

Solemn Musick, 

Enter Governoury Verdugo, Courtier Sy LadteSy iAc, 

Gov. This to devotion sacred bCy 

This to the Kings prosperttyy 

This to the Queeny and Chastity. 

Vcr. These Oblations first we bring 
To purge our selves : These to the King, 

(Musick. 

To lavey and beautie these: now sing. 
Ladies. Holy A It ary daign to take 
These for our selves : For the Kings sake 
And honour these : These sacred lye 

To Veriuey Lovey and Modestyy 

(Musick. 

Our wishes to Eternity, 

(Musick. 


Enter Pedro, and Rodengo. 

Pcd. For cur selves firsts thus we bendy 
Forgive us heaveny and be our friend. 

Rod. And happy fortune to us send, 

Ped. To the Ktngy honoury and all Joyy 
Longy and happy from an^oy. 

Rod. prosperous be all his dayes 
Eveij new houry a new praise, 

red. Every minute thus be seeny 

Both. And thousand honours Crown the Queen, (Musick. 

Enter Alphonso, Cuno, Seberto. 

Come to the Altar : let us do our duties. 

Alph^ I have almost forgot a Church. 

CuK Kneel rcvefently. 

B.-y. V. 


p 
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ji, 

Alph. F^r my lost wits (let me see) 

First I pray : and secondly 
To he at home again^ and free^ 

And if I travel more^ hang me, . 

For the Ktng^ and for the Queen^ 

That they may be wise^ and seen 
Never in the Mad-mans Inne, 

For my Daughter^ I would pray 
But she has made a holy^day^ 

And needs not my devotion now 
Let her take her own course^ Heaven^ 

Whether it he oddy or eveny (Musick, 

Enter Alinda, and Juletta, like Shepheards. . 

And if that please noty take her you. 

Seh. A short, and sweet Meditation : what are these here i 
Alin. Hale to this sacred place. 

Jul. They are all here, Madam : 

No violence dare touch here ; be secure : 

My Bilbo Master too : how got he loose again ? 

How lamentably he looks ^ he has had discipline. 

I dare not let him know my pranks. 

Seb. ’Tis she sure. 

Cur. ’Tis certainly. 

Fed. Ha » do I dazel ? 

Rod. ’Tis the fair Alinda. 

Gov. What wonder stand these strangers in ? 

Rod. Her woman by her. 

The same Sir, as I live. 

Alph. I had a Daughter, 

With such a face once . such eyes and nose too, 

Ha, let me sec, ’tis wondrous like Alindoy 
Their devotion ended, Tie mark ’em and nearer. 

And she had a Filly that waited on her, 

i ust with such a favour: ‘ 

)o they keep Goats now ? 

Alin. Thus we kneely and thus we pray 
A happy honour to this day^ 

Thus our Sacrifice we bring 
Ever happy to the King. 
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JuL flrni Purple^ Damask gram 
$0€fm U tbi vertums Quan 
Hiti Wi hof^, 

Alin* As ihise an mw 
Jfor gbries iver springy and shew. 

YbiSi fir ear sihes : our hopes^ and lovis^ 

Full of plnksy and Ladies ^loves^ 

Of biart s^ase tooy which we would fain 
As we labour firy attain ; 

Hmr me Heaveny and as I bendy 
Full of bofUy some comfort send. 

Jul. Hear her: hear her: if there be (Musick. 
A spotless SweetnesSy this is she. 

Fed* Now Roderigo stand. 

Rod, He that divides ye 
Divides my life too. 

Gov. Pedroy Noble PedrOy 
Do not you know your friend? 

Ped. I know, and honour ye. 

Gov. Lady this leave Tie crave, pray be not angry, 

I will not long divide you : how happy, Pedroy 
Would all the court be now, might they behold thee ? 
Might they but sec you thus, and thus embrace you ? 

The King will be a joyfull man believe it, 

^ost joymll, Pedro, 

Pm. I am his humble Servant. 

Nay, good Sir, speak your will, I sec you wonder, one casie 
word fttm you — 

Alpb. I dare say nothing; 

My totigue*8 a new tongue Sir, and knows his tither. 

Let her do what she please, I dare do nothing, 

I trave been damn*d for doing, will the King know him ? 
That £dlow there, will he respedt and honour him ? 
has been lookM upon they say : will he own him ? 

Gov. Yes certainly and grace him, ever honour him, 
itlMcm hhsi every urav, he lus much lamented him. 

|s*t your will too? this is the last time of asking. 
RodL 1 am sure, none else shall touch her, none else en« 
If and this hold. (joy her* 

Ak Ym had best begin the game then, I have no title m her, 
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Pmy take her^ and dispatch her^ and commend me to her^ 
And let me get me home, and hope I am sober: 

Kiss, kiss, it must be thus: stand up Alinda^ 

I am the more child, and more need of blessings 
Ye had a waiting woman, one JuUtta^ 

A pretty desperate thing, just such another 
As this sweet Lady ; we call’d her nimble chaps. 

I pr^ is this the party ? 

JuL No indeed Sir, 

She is at home ; I am a little Foot-Boy, 

That walk a nights, and fright old Gentlemen ; 

Make ’em lose Hats and Cloaks. 

Alph» And Horses too. (ditches; 

7 uL Sometimes I do Sir, teach ’em the way through 
how to break their worships shins, and noses 
Against old broken Stiles, and Stumps. 

Alph, A fine art. 

I feel It m my bones yet. 

JuL I am a Drum Sir, 

A Drum at mid-night, ran tan tan tan tan Sir, 

Do you take me for Juletta ? I am a Page Sir, 

That brought a letter from the Duke of Medina 
To have one senior Alphomo^ just such another ■ 

As your old worship, worm’d for running mad 
Alas, you are mistaken. 

Alph, Thou art the Devil, 

And so thou hast used me. 

JuL I am any thing, 

An old woman, that tells fortunes. 

Rod, Ha. 

7 uL And frights good people, 

sends them to Segovia for their fortunes: 

I am strange airs, and excellent sweet voyccs. 

I am any thing, to do her good, believe me; . 

She now recovered, and her* wishes crown’d 
I am Julitta again, pray Sir forgive me, (still follow fli% 
Alph, I dare not do otherwise, for foar thou should’sl 
Prcthcc be forgiven, and I prethee forgive me loo : 

And if any of you will many her. 

Jml, No I beseech you bir ; 
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My Mistress is my husband, with her Tie dwell stUI^ 

And whon you play any more pranks you know where to 
Ptd* You know him Sir. (have me. 

• Gov. Know him, and much lament him : 

The King’s incens’d much, much Sir, I can assure ypu. 

Pid, Noble Governour. 

Gov* But since he is your friend, and now appears. 

In honour of this day and love to you Sir: 

Pie try the power I have, to the pinch I’lc put it ; 

Here’s my hand Roderigo^ I’le set you fair again. 

' Rod. And here’s mine, to be true, and full of service. 

Gov. Your people too, shall have their general pardons, 
We’l have all peace and love. 

Rod. All shall pray for you. 

Gov. To my house now, and suite you to your worths ; 
QfiF with these weeds, and appear glorious : 

Then to the Priest, that shall attend us here. 

And this be stil’d Loves new and happy year. 

Rod. TKc, Kings and Queens, two noble honours meet, 
To grace this Ay, two true loves at their feet. 

Aiph. Well well, since wedding will come after wooing, 
Give me some Rosc-Mary, and let’s be going. [Exeunt. 
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ABus Primus. Scena Prima. 

^ Enter Lodovico, and Piso. 

%»dmnee^ 

T he truth is, Piw, so she he a woman 

And rich and wholsome, let her be of what 
Condition and Complexion it please. 

She shall please me I am sure ; Those men are fools 
That make their eyes their choosers, not their needs. 

Em* Me thinks I would have her honest too, and handsom. 
Led* Yes if I could have both, but since they are 
Wishes $0 near impossibilities, 

IsCt me have that that may be. 

Pise* If it were so, 

I hope your conscience would not be so nice 
To stiu't at such a blessing. 

Led, No believe me, 

I do not think I should. 

Pise, But thou would’st be 
I do not doubt upon the least suspicion 
Unmercifully jealous. 

Led, No I should not. 

For I believe those mad that seek vexations. 

A Wife, though she be honest, is a trouble. 

Had I a Wife as fair as Hellen was 
That drew so many Cuckolds to her cause. 

These eyes should see another in my Saddle 
Ere I believe my beast would carry double. 

Pise, So should not I by*our Lady, and I think 
My patience (by your leave*) as good as yours, 

Report would stir me mainly, I am sure on’t. 

Led, Report ? You are unwise ; report is nothing j 
Fot if there were a truth in^what men talk, 
t mean of this kind, this part of the world 
1 am fure would be no more call’d Chrhtendem, 

Pise, What then? 

l^ei. Why Cuckoldemy for we should lose 
Oor old &iths clean, and hold their new opinions ; 

If tiiic could make me sweat, before 1 would marry 
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Fd tic a surer knot, and hang my self; 

I tell thee there was never woman yet, 

(Nor never hope there shall be) though a Saint, 

But she has been a subjedl to mens tongues, 

And in the worse sense : and that desperate Husband, 

That dares give up his peace, and follow humours 
(Which he shall find too busie, if he seek ’em) 

Besides the forcing of himself an Ass 
He dyes in chains, eating himself with anger. 

Piso, Having these Antidotes against opinion 
I would marry any one ; an arrant Whore. 

Loci, Thou dost not feel the nature of this Physick 
Which I prescribe not to beget diseases, 

But where they are, to stop them. 

Piso, I conceive ye : 

What thinkest thou, thy way, of the widow Lelia ? 

Lod. Faith thou hast found out one I must confess 
Would stagger my best patience : From that woman 
As I would bless my self from plagues and surfeits. 

From Men of war at Sea, from storms, and quicksands, 
From hearing Treason and concealing it. 

From daring of a Madman, or a Drunkard, 

From Hcresie, ill Wine, and stumbling post Horse; 

So would 1 pray each morning, and each night 
(And if I said each hour, I should not lye) 

I'o be delivered of all these in one, 

The woman thou hast named. 

Enter Julio, Angelo, and Father. 

Piso, Thou hast set her in a pretty Litany. 

Jng, Pray take my counsel.* 

Jui, When I am my self 
Flc hear you any way ; love me though thus 
As thou art honest, which I dj^re not be 
Lest 1 despise my self. Farcwcl. [i?jn> Julio* 

Ptso, Do you hear my friend : Sir, arc you not a setter, 
For the fair widow here of famous memoiy? 

fa, Ha ? am I taken for a Bawd ? Oh Heaven I 
To mine own child too ? misery, I thank thee 
That kcepst me from their knowledge: Sir, believe me 
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I understand ye not. 

L&d* You love plain dealing. 

Arc you not parcel Bawd ? confess your Funftion, 

^It may be we would use it. 

Fa^ Were she worse, 

As I fear strangely she is ill enough, 

I would not hear this tamely. 

Pm* Here’s a shilling 
To strike good luck withal. 

Fa, Here’s a Sword, Sir, 

To strike a Knave withal, thou lyest, and basely. 

Be what thou wilt. 

Ang, Why how now Gentlemen ? 

Fa. You are many : I shall meet you, Sir, again. 

And make you understand, y’have wrong’d a Woman 
Compar’d with whom thy Mother was a sinner. Farewcl. 
Pm. He has amazed me. Father. 

Ang. With a blow ? 

By’r Lady ’twas a sound one ; are ye good 
At taking knocks ? I shall know you hereafter : 

You were to blame to tempt a man so far 
Before you knew him certain : h’as not hurt ye ? 

Piso. No I think. 

LaJ. We were to blame indeed to go so far, 

For men may be mistaken : if he had swinged us 
H’had serv’d us right : Beshrew my heart, I think, 

We have done the Gentlewoman as much wrong too, 

For hang me if I know her 
In my particular. 

Pm. Nor 1 5 this ’tis to credit 
Mens idle tongues ; I warralit they have said 
As much by our two Mothers. 

L^. Like enough. 

Ang, I see a bating no^ and then does more 
Move and stir up a mans contrition 
Than a sharp Sermon, here probatum est. 

Enter Frederick, and Servant. 

Ser, What shall I tell your Sister ? 

Fnd* Tell her this, 
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Till she be better conversation’d 

And leave her walking hy her self, and whining 

To her old melancholy Lute, Tie keep 

As far from her as the Gallows. [Exit Sirv4i$i^ ^ 

Ang. Who’s that, Frederick} 

Fred, Yes marry is’t. O Angelo how dost thou ? 

Ang, Save you Sir, how doQS my Mistris? 

Fred, She is in love I think, but not with you 
I can assure you : saw ye Fabritio ? 

Ang, Is he come over ? 

Fred, Yes a week ago: Shall we dine? 

Ang, I cannot. 

Fred. Prethee do. 

Ang. Believe me I have business. 

Fred, Have you too. Gentlemen ? 

Pi so. No Sir. 

Fred, Why then let’s dine together. 

Lod, With all my heart. 

Fred, Go then : Farewel good Angelo.^ 

Commend me to your friend. 

Ang, I will. [Eximt^, 


SCENE II. 

Enter Frank, and Clora. 

Clo, Do not dissemble Franks mine eyes arc quicker 
Than such observers, that do ground their faith 
Upon one smile or tear ; y’are much alter’d, 

And are as empty of those excellencies 
That were companions to you ; I mean mirth 
And free disposurc of your blooB and Spirit, 

As you were born a mourner. 

Fran, How I prethee ? 

For I perceive no such change, in my self. 

Cio, Come, come, this is not wise, nor provident 
To halt before a Cripple : if you love, 

Be liberal to your friend, and let her know it, 

I sec the way you run, and know how tedious 
^Twill prove without a true companion. 

Fran, Sure thou wouldst have me love. 
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Ch* Yes marry would I, 

1 dl0uld not please ye else. 

Fmn, And who for Heavens sake ? 

For I assure mv self, I know not yet : 

And prethee Chray since thouMt have it so 
That I must love, and do I know not what : 

Let him be held a pretty •handsome fellow, 

And young, and if he be a little valiant 
Twin be the better; and a little wise, 

And faith a little honest. 

Cl&r. Well I will sound ye yet for all your craft. 

Fran* Heigh ho I Tie love no more. 

Ch* Than one ; and him 
You shall love Frank* 

Fran* Which him ? thou art so wise 
People will take thee shortly for a Witch : 

But pfcthee tell me Cloroy if I were 

So mad as thou wouldst make me, what kind of man 

Wouldst thou imagine him ? 

Clo* Faith some pretty fellow, 

With a clean strength, that cracks a cudgel well 
And dances at a Wake, and plays at Nine-holes. 

Fran. O what pretty commendations thou hast given him 1 
Faith if I were in love as I thank Heaven 
I do not think I am ; this short Epistle 
Before my love would make me burn the Legend. 

CUr. You arc too wild, I mean some Gentleman. 

Fran* So do not I, till I can know ’em wiser : 

Some Gentleman ? no Cloroy till some Gentleman 
Keep some land, and fewer whores, believe me 
ric keep no love for him, *I do not long 
To go a foot yet, and solicite causes. 

Vhr* What think you then of an adventurer ? 

1 mean some wealthy Mercjiant. 

Fran* Let him venture 

Xn some decaiM Ware, or Carack of his own : he shall not 
Rk me out, that’s the short on’t ; out upon’t ; 

Ww young thing of my yea*^ would endure 
To have her Husband in another Country 
Within a month after she is married 
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Chopping for rotten Raisins, and lye pining 
At home under the mercy of his fore-man ? no, 

Though they be wealthy, and indifferent wise 
I do not see that I am bound to love ’em. 

Clo. I see ye are hard to please ; yet I will please ye. 
Fran, Faith not so hard neither, if considered 
What woman may deserve as she* is worthy : 

But why do we bestow our time so idlely ? 

Prethce let us entertain some other talk. 

This is as sickly to me as faint weather. 

Cior, Now I believe I shall content you Franks 
What think you of a Courtier ? 

Fran, Faith so ill, 

That if I should be full, and speak but truth, 

’T would shew as if I wanted charity, 

Prethee good wench let me not rail upon ’em. 

Yet I have an excellent stomach, and must do it; 

I have no mercy of these Infidels 

Since I am put in mind on’t, good wench bear with me. 
Clo, Can no man fit you ? I will find him out. 

Fran, This Summer fruit, that you call Courtier, 
While you continue cold and frosty to him 
Hangs fast, and may be found : but when you fling 
Too full a heat of your affections 
Upon his root, and make him ripe too soon, 

You’ll find him rotten i’th’ handling ; 

His oaths and affeCtions are all one 
With his apparel, things to set him off. 

He has as many Mistrisses as Faiths, 

And all Apocrypha ; his true belief 
Is only in a private Surgion, 

And mr my single self, I’d sooner venture 
A new conversion of the Indies^ 

Than to make Courtiers able m,en, or honest. 

Ch, I do believe you love no Courtier, 

And by my troth to ghess you into love 
With any I can think of, is beyond 
Either your will, or my imagination. 

And yet I am sure y’are caught : and I will know him* 
There’s none left now worthy the thinking of, 
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Unlm it be a Souldier, and I am surCi 
I would ever bless my self from such a fellow. 

Fran, Why prcthcc? 

C&. Out upon ’em fire-locks. 

They are nothing i’th’ world but Buff and Scarlet, 

Tough unhewn pieces, to hack swords upon ; 

I had as lieve be courted by a Cannon, 

As one of those. • 

Fran, Thou art too malicious. 

Upon my faith me thinks they’re worthy men. 

Clo, Say ye so ? Tie pull ye on a little further. 

What worth can be in those men, whose profession 
Is nothing i’tL’ world but drink and damn me, 

Out of whose violence they are possest 

With legions of unwholsome whores and quarrels ; 

I am of that opinion, and will dye in’t, 

There is no understanding, nor can be 
In a soust Souldier. 

Fran, Now ’tis ignorance 
I easily perceive that thus provokes thee. 

And not the love of truth ; Tie lay my life 

If thou*dst been made a man, thou hadst been a coward. 

Clo, If to be valiant, be to be a Souldier ; I’Je tell ye true, 
I had rather be a Coward, I am sure with less sin. 

Fra, This Heresie must be look’d to in time : for if it spread 
^Twill grow too Pestilent ; were I a Scholar 
I would so hamper thee for thy opinion. 

That ere I left, I would write thee out of credit 
With all the world, and make thee not believ’d 
Even in indifferent things^ that I would leave thee 
A reprobate out of the state of honour. 

By all good things, thou hast flung aspersions 
So like a fool (for I am angry with thee) 

Upoii a sort of men, that let me tell thee 
Thy mothers mother would have been a Saint 
Haa she conceiv’d a Souldier ; they are people 

g may commend ’em, while I speak but truth) 
f all the old world, only left to keep 
Msm as he was, valiant and * srtuous. 

They are the model of those men, whose honours 
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Wc heave our hands at when we hear recited. 

Ck They are, and I have all I sought for, *tk z souttyer 
You love, hide it no longer ; you have betray’d your self f 
Q>me, I have found your way of commendations. 

And what I said, was but to pull it from ye. 

Fran. ’Twas pretty, are you grown so cunning, 

1 grant I love a souldier ; But what souldier 
Will be a new task to ye ? But all this 
I do imagine was but laid to draw me 
Out of my melancholy. 

C/ff, I will have the man 
Ere I forsake ye. 

Fran, I must to my Chamber. 

C/o, May not I go along? 

Fran, Yes, but good wench 
Move me no more with these fond questions. 

They work like Rhubarb with me. 

C/o, Well, I will not. [Exeunt, 

SCENE III. 

Enter Lelia and her Waiting-woman, 

Lei, How now ? who was that you staid to speak withal 
Worn, The old man forsooth. 

Lei, What old man ? (you call Father. 

Worn, The poor old man that uses to come hither, he that 
Lei, Have you dispatched him ? 

Worn. No; he would fain speak with you. 

Lil, Wilt thou never learn more manners, 

Than to draw in such needy Rascals to disquiet me? 

Go, answer him I will not be at leasure. (weeps $0^ 

Worn, He will needs speak with you ; and good old man he . 
That by my troth I have not the heart to deny him, 

Pray let him speak with you, 

Lil, Lord how tender stomach’d you arc grown of lat^f 
You arc not in love with him, arc ye? 

If ye be, strike up the match ; you shall have 
Three 1. and a pair of blankets f wiU ye go answer him i 
Worn, Pray let him speak with you, he will not away ebe. 
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hit WdU, let htm in then if there be no remedy $ I tbendt 

(Heeven t am 

Able to abuse htm^ I shall ne’r come clear else of him. 

Enter Father, 

Now Sir, what is your business? pray be short; for I have other 
Matters of more moment to call me from ye. 

Fa. If you but look upon me like a Daughter 
And keep that love about ye that makes good 
A Fathers hope, you’l quickly find my business, 

And what I would say to you, and before 
I a^, will be a giver : say that sleep, 

I mean that love, or be but num’d within ye, 

The nature of my want is such a searcher, 

And of so mighty power, that where he finds 
This dead forgetfulness, it works so strongly. 

That if the least heat of a childs afFedtion 
Remain unperish’d, like another nature. 

It makes all new again ; pray do not scorn me. 

Nor seem to make your self a greater business 
Than my relieving. 

LeL If you were not old 
I should laugh at ye ; what a vengeance ails ye 
To be so childish to imagine me 
A founder of old fellows r make him drink, wench. 

And if there be any cold meat in the Buttery, 

Give him some broken bread, and that, and rid him. 

Fa. Is this a childs love ? or a recompence 
Fit for a Fathers care ? O Lelia^ 

Had I been thus unkind, thou hadst not been ; 

Or like me miserable : But ’tis impossible 
Nature should dye so utter!/ within thee, 

And lose her promises; thou art one of those 
She set her stamp more excellently on, 

Than common people, as forc^telling thee, 

A general example of her ^odness; 

Or eaj she could lye, yet Religion 
(For Jove to Parents is Religious) 

Would lead thee right again: L^k well upon me, 

1 am the root that gave thee nourishment^ 
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An8 ibzAt thee spring fair^ do not let me perish 
Now I am old and sapless. 

Lilia. As I live 

I like ye far worse now ye grow thus holy, 

I grant you are my Father ; am I therefore 
Bound to consume my self, and be a Beggar 
Still in relieving you ? I do not feel 
Any such mad compassion yet within me. 

fa, I gave up all my state to make yours thus. 

Lei, ’Twas as ye ought to do, and now ye cry for’t 
As children do for babies back again. 

Path, How wouldst thou have me live ? 

Lei, I would not have ye, 

Nor know no reason Fathers should desire 
To live, and be a trouble, when children 
Are able to inherit, let them dye, 

’Tis fit, and lookt for, that they should do so. 

Fa, Is this your comfort ? 

Lei, All that I feel yet. 

Fa, I will not curse thee. 

Lei, If you do I care not. 

Fa, Pray you give me leave to weep. 

Lei, Why pray take leave. 

If it be for your ease. 

Fa, Thy Mother dyed. 

Sweet peace be with her, in a happy time. 

Lei, She did, Sir, as she ought to do, would you 
Would take the pains to follow ; what should you, 

Or any old man do wearing away 

In this world with Diseases, and desire 

Only to live to make their Children scourge-sticks. 

And hoard up mill-mony ? me thinks a Marble 
Lyes quieter upon an old mans head 
Than a cold fit o’th’ Palscy. 

Fa, O good Heaven ! 

To what an impudence thou wretched woman. 

Hast thou begot thy self again ! well, justice 
Will punish disobedience. 

Lei, You mistake, Sir ; 

*Twill punish Beggars, fyc for shame go work, 
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Or you are grave enough to be a Porter 
In some man of worships house, and give 
Sententious answers to the comers in. 

A pretty place i or be of some good Consort, 

•You had a pleasant touch o'th’ Cittern once, 

If idleness have not bereft you of it : 

Be any thing but old and Qeggarly, 

Two sins that ever do outgrow compassion ; 

If I might see you offer at a course 

That were a likely one, and shew’d some profit, 

I would not stick for ten Groats, or a Noble. 

Path, Did I beget this woman ? 

Lei Nay, I know not : 

And till I know, I will not thank you for’t ; 

How ever, he that got me had the pleasure. 

And that me thinks, is a reward sufficient. 

Path, I am so strangely strucken with amazement, 

I know not where I am, nor what I am. (bring ye 

LeL You had best take fresh air some where else, ’twill 
Out of your trance the sooner. 

Path. Is all this 
As you mean, Lelia ? 

LeL Yes believe me is it, 

For yet I cannot think you are so foolish, 

As to imagine you are young enough 
To be my heir, or I so old to make 
A Nurse at these years for you, and attend 
While you sup up my state in penny pots 
Of Malmsey : when I am excellent at Cawdles, 

And CuUices, and have enough spare gold 
To boil aw^, you shall be welcome to me ; 

T'ill when I’d have you be as merry, Sir, 

As you can make your self with that you have. 

Ana leave to trouble me with these relations. 

Of what you have been to me, or you are, 

For as I hear them, so I lose them ; this 
For fajught I know yet, is my resolution. 

Path. Well, God be with thee, for I fear tlw end 
Will be a strange example. [Exit Father. 

LeL Fare ye well, Sir ; 

v» 
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Now would some poor tender hearted fool have 
Relented, and have been undone: such Children 
(I thank my understanding) I hate truly, 

For by my troth I had rather see their tears 
Than feel their pities: my desires and ends 
Are all the Kindred that I have, and friends. 

Enter Woman. 

Is he departed ? 

Worn. Yes, but here’s another. 

Lei, Not of his tribe I hope ; bring me no more 
I would wish you such as he is ; if thou seest 
They look like men of worth, and state, and carry 
Ballast of both sides like tall Gentlemen 
Admit ’em, but no snakes to poyson us 
With poverty ; wench you must learn a wise rule, 

Look not upon the youths of men, and making. 

How they descend in bloud, nor let their tongues, 

Though they strike suddainly, and sweet as musick 
Corrupt thy fancy : sec, and say them fair too. 

But ever keep thy self without their distance, 

Unless the love thou swallow be a pill 
Gilded to hide the bitterness it brings. 

Then fall on without fear, wench, yet so wisely 
That one encounter cloy him not ; nor promise 
His love hath made thee more his, than his monies; 

Learn this and thrive. 

Then let thine honour ever 

(For that’s the last rule) be so stood upon, 

That men may fairly see 

’Tis want of means, not vertue makes thee fall ; 

And if you weep ’twill be a great deal better, 

And draw on more compassion, which includes 
A greater tenderness of love and bounty : 

This is enough at once, digest it well : 

Go let him in wench, if he promise profit, 

Not else. 

Enter Julio. 

O you are welcome my fair Servant, 
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Wpoti mjr trotk I have been longing for ye* 

This» by her mle^ should be a liberal ma% 
1 see the best on’s may learn every day. 

Z#/. There’s none come with you ? 

^ 7ul No. 

1L$U You do the wiser, 

For some that have been hjre (I name no man) 

Out of their malice, more than truth, have done me 
Some few ill offices. 


7ul. How, Sweet ? 
Lil. Nay, nothing. 


IsiL Nay, nothing, 

Only have talkt a little wildly of me ; 

As their unruly Youth dire<ited ’em ; 

Which though they bite me not, I would have wisht 
Had light upon some other that deserv’d ’em. 

7tt/. Though she deserve this of the loosest tongue 
(Which makes my sin the more) I must not see itf 
Such is my misery. I would I knew him. 

Lit. No, no, let him go. 

He is not worth your anger; I must chide you 
For being such a stranger to your Mistnss, 

Why would you be so. Servant ? 


Wny would you be so, t 
juL I should chide. 
If cnidtng would work ai 


If chiding would work any thing upon you, 

For being such a stranger to your Servant, 

I mean to his desires; when, my dear Mistress, 

Shall I be made a happy man ? 

L$L Fyc, Servant, 

What do you mean ? unhand me, or, by Heav’n, 

I shall be very angry, this is rudeness. 

yuL *Twas but a kiss or two, that thus offends you. 
Z#/. TTwas more I think, than you have warrant for. 
Jut* I am sorry I deserv’d no more. 

You may, 

But not this rough way, Servant; we are tender, 

And ought in all to be respected so ; 

If I had been your Horse, or Whore, you might 
Back me with this intemperance ; I thought 
You had lov’d as worthy men, whose fair affedions 
Seek pleasures warranted, not pull’d by violence, 
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Do so no more. 

Juh I hope you are not angry ? 

Lei I should be with another man, 1 am 
That durst appear but half thus violent. 

JuL I did not mean to ravish ye. 
iLeL You could not. 

7«/. You are so willing — , 
leL How ? 

JuL Methinks this shadow, 

If you had so much shame as fits a woman, 

At least of your way, Mistriss, long e*re this 
Had been laid off to me that understand ye. 

LfL That understand me ? Sir, ye understand, 
Nor shall, no more of me than modesty 
Will, without fear, deliver to a stranger ; 

You understand I am honest, else I tell ye, 
(Though you were better far than Julio) 

You, and your understanding are two fools, 

But were we Saints, thus we are still rewarded : 

I see that Woman had a pretty catch on’t, 

That had made you the Master of a kindness. 

She durst not answer openly ; O me ! 

How easily we Women may be cozen’d ! 

I took this Juho^ as I have a faith, 

(This young Dissembler with the sober Vipurd) 

For the most modest, temper’d Gentleman, 


The coolest, quietest, and best Companion ; 

For such an one I could have wish’d a Woman. 

JuL You have wish’d me ill enough o’ conscience, 
Make me no worse for shame ; 1 sec the more 
I work by way of service to obtain ye. 

You work the more upon me. Tell me truly 
(While I am able to believe a Woman, 

For if you use me thus, that faith will perish) 

What IS your end, and whither you will pull me | 

Tell me, but tell me that I may not start at, 

And have a cause to curse ye. 

LeL Bless me goodness; 

To curse me did you say, Sir? let it be 
For too much loving you then, such a curse 
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Kip tne withal, and I shall be a Martyr 
‘You have found a new way to reward my doting, 

And I confess a fit one for my folly, 

For you your self, if you have good within ye, 

And dare be Master of it, know how dearly 
This heart hath held you ever ; Oh good Heaven ! 
That I had never seen tha^ false mans eyes, 

That dares reward me thus with fears and curses ; 

Npr never heard the sweetness of that tongue, 

That will, when this is known, yet cozen women ; 
Curse me, good Julio^ curse me bitterly, 

I do deserve ir for my confidence. 

And I beseech thee if thou hast a goodness 
Or power yet in thee to confirm thy wishes. 

Curse me to earth, for what should I do here 

Like a decaying flower, still withering 

Under his bitter words, whose kindly heat 

Should give my poor heart life ? No, curse me, Julio^ 

Thou canst not do me such a benefit 

As that, and well done, that the Heav’ns may hear it. 

JuL O fair tears ! were you but as chast as subtil, 
Like Bones of Saints, you would work miracles ; 

What were these women to a man that knew not 
'The thousand, thousand ways of their deceiving ? 

What riches had he found ? O he would think 
Himself still dreaming of a blessedness. 

That like continual spring should flourish ever. 

For if she were as good as she is seeming, 

Or, like an Esfgle, could renew her vertues, 

Nature had made another world of sweetness. 

Be not 80 griev’d, sweet Mf^triss, what I said. 

You dp, or should know, was but passion ; 

Pray wipe your eves and kiss me ; take these trifles. 
And wear them for me, whiph are only rich 
When you will put them on : indeed I love ye, 

BeAircw my sick heart, if I grieve not for ye. 

' Lit Will you dissemble still ? I am a fool. 

And you may easily rule me, if* you flatter. 

The sin will be your own. 
yui. You know I do not. 
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LeL And shall I be so childish once again^ 

After my late experience of your spight 
To credit you? you do not know how deep 
(Or if you did you would be kinder to me,) 

This bitterness of yours has struck my heart. 

^uU I pray, no more. 

LeL Thus you would do I warrant, 

If I were married to you. 

7tt/. Married to me ? 

Is that your end ? 

• LeL Yes, IS not that the best end, 

And, as all hold, the noblest way of love ? 

Why do you look so strange, Sir ? do not you 
Desire it should be so ? 

'JuL Stay. 

LeL Answer me. 

JuL Farewel. [Exit JuliO. 

LeL I ! are you there ^ are all these tears lost then ^ 
Am I so overtaken by a fool 
In my best days and tricks ? my wise fellow, 
ni make you smart for’t as I am a woman. 

And if thou beest not timber, yet I’ll warm thee; 

And is he gone^ 

Enter IVoman, 

Worn, Yes. 

LeL He’s not so lightly struck, 

To be recovered with a base repentance, 

I should be sorry then ; Fortune, I prithee 
Give me this man but once more in my arms, 

And if I lose him, women have no charms. 

ASlus Secundus. Scena Prima, 

Enter Jacomo, and Fabricio. 

Jac, OEi^ior, what think you of this sound of Walit 
O As only of a sound; they that intetil 

To do, arc like deep watert that run quietly, 

Leaving no face of what they were, behind 
This rumour is too common, and too loud 
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To tarry tflith. 

Jm. Shall we never live to see 
Men look like men again, 

UfKm a March ? 

This cold dull rusty peace makes u[s] appear 
Like empty Pidlures, only the faint shadows 
Of what we should be ; 

Would to Heaven my Mother 

Had given but half her will to my begetting, 

And made me woman, to sit still and sing, 

Or be sick when I list, or any thing 
That is too idle for a man to think of ; 

Would I had been a Whore, ’t had been a course 
Certain, and (o’ my Conscience) of more gain 
Than two commands, as I would handle it : 

’Faith, I could wish I had been any thing 
Rather tha[n] what I am, a Souldier ; 

A Carrier or a Cobler, when I knew 

What ’twas to wear a Sword first ; for their trades 

Arc, and shall be a constant way of life, 

While men send Cheeses up, or wear out Buskins. 

Faif, Thou art a little too impatient, 

And mak’st thy anger a far more vexation 
Than the not having Wars ; I am a Souldier, 
Which is my whole inheritance, yet I 
Though I could wish a breach with all the world, 
If not dishonourable, I am not so malicious. 

To curse the fair peace of my Mother Country ; 
But thou want’st money, and the first supply 
Will bury these thoughts in thee, 

%(r. ’Pox o’ peace, « 

It fiili the Kingdom full of holydays. 

And only feeds the wants of Whores and Pipers ; 
And maxes the idle drunken Rogues get Spinsters : 
*Tt$ true, I may want mon%/, and no little, 

And almost deaths too ; of which if I had both 
Sp lull abundance ; yet against all peace, 

That brings up mischiefs thicker than a shower, 

'' I wmild speak louder than a Lawyer •, 

By Heav<^ it is the surfeit of ail youth, 
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That makes the toughness, and the strength cSf Nations 
Melt into Women. ’Tis an ease that broods 
Thieves, and Bastards only. 

Fab, This is more, 

(Though it be true) than we ought to lay open, 

And savours only of an indiscretion. 

Believe me, Captain, such distemper’d spirits 
Once out of motion, though they be proof valiant, 

If they appear thus violent and fiery. 

Breed but their own disgraces ; and are nearer 
Doubt and suspe6l in Princes, than rewards. 

Jac, ’Tis well they can be near ’em any way. 

But call you those true spirits ill afFefted, 

That whilst the wars were, serv’d like walls and ribs 
To girdle in the Kingdom ? 

And now fain 

Through a faint Peace into affliction. 

Speak but their miseries ? come, come, Fabritioy 
You may pretend what patience ye please, 

And seem to yoak your wants like passions ; 

But while I know thou art a Souldier, 

And a deserver, and no other Harvest 

But what thy Sword reaps for thee to come in, 

You shall be pleas’d to give me leave to tell ye. 

You wish a Devil of this musty peace 5 
To which Prayer, 

As one that’s bound in Conscience, and all 
That love our trade, I cry. Amen. 

Fab, Prithee no more, we shall live well enough, 
There’s ways enough besides the wars to men 
That arc not logs, and lye still /or the hands 
Of others to remove ’em. 

You may thrive, Sir, 

Thou art young and handsom yet, and well enough 
To please a Widow; thou canst sing, and tell 
These foolish love-tales, and indite a little, 

And if need be, compile a pretty matter, 

And dedicate it to the honourable, 

Which may awaken his compassion, 

To make ye Clark o’th’ Kitchen, and at length, 
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Come to be married to my Ladies Woman, 

After shc^s crackt i’th’ Ring. 

*Tis very well, Sir. 

But what dost thou think shall become of rtle, 

^ With all my imperfections ? let me dye, 

If I think I shall ever reach above 
A forlorn Tapster, or some frothy fellow. 

That stinks of stale Beer. 

Fa^. Captain Jacomo^ 

Why should you think so hardly of your vertucs ? 

jac^ What vertues ? by this light, I have no vertue, 
But down-right buffetting, what can my face, 

That is no better than a ragged Map now 
Of where I have march’d and travell’d, profit me? 

Unless it be for Ladies to abuse, and say 

*Twas spoil’d for want of a Bongrace when I was young, 

And now ’twill make a true prognostication 

Of what man must be ? Tell me of a fellow 

That can mend Noses, and complain. 

So tall a Souldier should want teeth to his Stomach ; 

And how it was great pity, that it was. 

That he that made my Body was so busied 

He could not stay to make my Legs too ; but was driven 

To clap a pair of Cat-sticks to my Knees, for which 

I am indebted to two School-Boys ; this 

Must follow necessary, 

Fak There’s no such matter. 

Jac. Then for my Morals, and those hidden pieces. 
That Art bestows upon me, they are such. 

That when they come to light, I am sure will shame me. 
For I can neither write, nojr read, nor speak 
That any man shall hope to profit by me ; 

And for my Languages, they arc so many, 

That put them all together, they will scarce 
Serve to beg single Beer in ;• the plain truth is, 

I love a Souldier, and can lead him on, 

And if he fight well, I dare make him drunk ; 

Th^ is my vertue, and if this will do. 

I’ll fcramble yet amongst ’em. 

Fmk ’Tis your way 
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To be thus pleasant still, but fear not, man. 

For though the Wars fail, we shall screw our selves 
Into some course of life yet. 

Good Fabricioy 

Have a quick eye upon me, for I fear 

This Peace will make me something that I love not ; 

For by my troth, though I am plain and dudgion, 

I would not be an Ass ; and to' sell parcels, 

I can as soon be hang’d : prithee bestow me. 

And speak some little good, though I deserve not. 

Enter Father* 

Fab, Come, we’ll consider more ; stay, this 
Should be another wind-fall of the Wars. 

Jac, He looks indeed like an old tatter’d Colours, 
That every wind would borrow from the Staff: 

These are the hopes we have for all our hurts ; 

They have not cast his tongue too. 
rath. They that say 

Hope never leaves a wretched man that seeks her, 

I think are either patient fools, or hers, 

I am sure I find it so, for I am master’d, 

With such a misery and grief together 
That that stay’d Anchor, men lay hold upon 
In all their needs, is to me Lead that bows, 

Or breaks with every strong sea of my sorrows. 

I could now question Heaven (were it well 
To look into their Justice) why those faults, 

Those heavy sins others provoke ’em with 
Should be rewarded on the head of us, 

That hold the least alliance to /.heir vices j 
But this would be too curious ; for I sec 
Our sufferings, not disputing, is the end, 

Reveal’d to us of all these miseries. 

yac. Twenty such holy Hermits m a Camp 
Would make ’em all Carthusians,^ I’ll be hang’d 
If he know what a Whore is, or a health, 

Or have a nature liable to learn. 

Or so much honest nurture* to be drunk. 

I do not think he has the spleen to swear 
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A greater Oath than Setnsters utter Socks with, 

S*ptir him a question. 

fath. They are strangers both 
To ra®! as I to them I hope ; I would not have 
^Mc and mv shame together known by any, 

Pll rather lie my self unto another. 

Fak I ncea not ask you, Sir, your Country, 

I hear you speak this tongue, ’pray what more are you ? 
Or have you been ? if it be not offensive 
To urge ye so far, misery in your years 
Gives every thing a tongue to question it. 

Path, Sir, though I could be pleas’d to make my ills 
Only mine own, for grieving other men, 

Yet to so fair and courteous a demander 
That promises compassion, at worst pity, 

I will relate a little of my story. 

I am a Gentleman, however thus 

Poor and unhappy ; which believe me, Sir, 

Was not born with me ; for I well have try’d 
Both the extreams of Fortune, and have found 
Both dangerous ; my younger years provok’d me, 

Feeling in what an ease I slept at home. 

Which to all stirring spirits is a sickness, 

To see far Countrys, and observe their Customs : 

I did so, and I traveli’d till that course 
Stor’d me with language, and some few slight manners, 
Scarce worth my money ; when an itch possess’d me 
Of making Arms my aftive end of travel. 

Fab. But did you so ? 

Faib, I did, and twenty Winters 
I wore the Christian Causes upon my Sword 
Against his Enemies, at Buda Siege 
Full many a cold Night have I lodg’d in armour. 

When all was frozen in me but mine Honour j 
And many a day, when bott. the Sun and Cannon 
Strove who should most destroy us ; have I stood 
MaiPd up in Steel, when my tough sinew shrunk, 

And this parch’d Body ready to consume 
' Ai Mm to ashes, as the Pike f bore ; 

Want has been to me as another Nature, 
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Which makes me with this patience still profess it; 

And if $ Souldier may without vain glory 
Tell what h’as done, believe me, Gentlemen, 

I could turn over annals of my dangers ; 

With this poor weakness have I man’d a breach, 

And made it firm with so much bloud, that all 
I had to bring me off alive was anger ; 

Thrice was I made a Slave, and thrice redeem’d 
At price of all I had ; The miseries 
Of which times, if I had a heart to tell, 

Would make ye weep like Children ; but [I]’ll spare ye. 

^ac, Fabricioy we two have been Souldiers 
Above these fourteen years, yet o’ my Conscience, 

All we have seen, compar’d to his experience 
Has been but cudgel-play, or Cock-fighting. 

^ all the faith I have in Arms, I reverence 
The very poverty of this brave fellow ; 

Which were enough it self, and his to strengthen 
The weakest town against half Christendom, 

I was never so asham’d of service 

In all my life before, now I consider 

What I have done ; and yet the Rogues would swear 

I was a valiant fellow; I do find 

The greatest danger I have brought my life through, 

Now 1 have heard this worthy, was no more 
Than stealing of a May-polcy or at worst. 

Fighting at single Billet with a Barge-man. 

Fab, I do believe him, Jacomo, 

_ _ Jac, Believe him ^ 

I have no faith within me, if I do not. 

Faih, I sec they are Souldiers; 

And if we may judge by affedtions. 

Brave and deserving men ; how they arc stir’d 
But with a mccr relation of what may be ? 

Since I have won belief, and am not known, 

Forpvc me, Honour, I’ll make use of thee. 

Fab, Sir, would I were a man, or great, or able 
To look with liberal eyes upon your vcrtuc. 

Jac, Let’s give him all we have, and leave oflF prating. 
Here, Souldier, there’s even five months pay, be merry, 
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And get thee hftndsom Cloaths. 

Fak What mean you, Jacomo} 

Jac. Ye are a fool, 

The very story’s worth a hundred pound, 
him more money. 

Fatbn Gentlemen, I know not 
How I am able to deserve this blessing ; 

But if I live to see fair dayS again, 

Something I’ll do in honour of your goodness, 

That shall shew thankfulness, if not desert. 

Fak If you please. Sir, till we procure ye place. 

To eat with us, or wear such honest Garments 
As our poor means can reach to, you shall be 
A welcome man ; to say more, were to feed ye 
Only with words ; we honour what y’have been. 

For we are Souldiers, though not near the worth 
You spake of lately. 

Path, I do guess ye so, 

And knew, unless ye were a Souldier, 

Ye could not find the way to know my wants. 

Jac, But methinks all this while y’are too temperate ; 
Do you not tell men sometimes of the dulness 
When you are grip’t, as now you are with need ? 

I do, and let them know those silks they wear, 

The War weaves for ’em ; and the bread they eat 
.We sow, and reap again to feed their hunger ; 

I tell them boldly, they are masters of 
Nothing but what we fight for ; their fair women 
Lye playing in their arms, whilst we, like Lares 
Defend their pleasures ; I am angry too. 

And often rail at these forgetful great men 
That suffer us to sue for what we ought 
To have Hung on us, e’re we ask. 

Fatk I have 

Too often told my griefs that way, when all 
I reapt, was rudeness of behaviour; 

In their opinion men of War that thrive, 

Must ti|ank ’em when they rail, and wait to live. 

Fab* Come, Sir, I see your wants need more relieving, 
Than looking what they are ; pray go with us. 
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Path. I thank you, Gentlemen 5 since ym arc plmsfi 
To do a benefit, I dare not cross it. 

And what my service or endeavours may 
Stand you in stead, you shall command, not pray. fExmiii* 
Jac. So you shall us, FIl to the Taylors with you bodily* 

SCENE II. 

Enter Frederick, Lodovico, and Piso. 

Lod, Well, if this be true. I’ll believe a Woman 
When I have nothing else to do. 

Pho. ’Tis certain, if there be a way of truth 
In blushes, smiles, and commendations ; 

For by this light, I have heard her praise yond’ fellow 
In such a pitch, as if sh’ad studied 
To crowd the worths of all men into him, 

And I imagine these are seldom us’d 
Without their special ends, and by a maid 
Of her desires and youth. 

Fred. It may be so. 

She’s free, as you, or I am, and may have 
By that Prerogative, a liberal choice 
In the bestowing of her love. 

Lod. Bestowing ? 

If it be so, she has bestow’d her self 

Upon a trim youth, Plso^ what do you call him? 

PUo. Why, Captain Jacomo. 

Lod. O, Captain Jack-boy, 

That is the Gentleman. 

Fred, I think he be ^ 

A Gentleman at worst. 

Lod. So think I too, 

Would he would mend, Sir. 

Fred. And a tall one too. - 
Lod. Yes, of his teeth ; for of my faith I think 
They are sharper than his sword, and dare do more 
If the Buff meet him fairly. 

Fred. Very well. 

Piso. Now do I wonder what she means to do 
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Whtn $he has married him. 

Lod, Why, well enough ; 

Trail his Pike under him, and be a Gentlewoman 
Of the brave Captains Company. 

• Fnd* Do you hear me? 

This woman is my Sister, Gentlemen. 

Lid. I am glad she is none of mine; but Frederick 
' Thou art not such a fool sere to be angry 
Unless it be with her ; we are thy friends, man. 

Fred. I think ye are. 

Lid. Yes, ’faith, and do but tell thee 
How she will utterly overthrow her credit, 

If she continue gracing of this pot-gun. 

Phi. I think she was bewitch t, or mad or blind, 
She would never have taken such a scar-Crow else 
Into proteftion ; of my life he looks 
Of a more rusty swarth Complexion 
Than an old arming Doublet. 

Lid. I would send 

His face to the Cutlers then, and have it sanguin’d, 
’Twill look a great deal sweeter ; then his Nose 
I would have shorter, and my reason is. 

His face will be ill mounted else. 

Phi, For his Body, 

I will not be my own Judge, lest I seem 
A Railer, but let others look upon’t. 

And if they find it any other thing 

Than a Trunk-sellar, to send wines down in. 

Or a long walking bottle. I’ll be hang’d for’t ; 

His Hide (for sure he is a Beast) is ranker 
Than the ^axrwy-Leather, jind grain’d like it : 

And by all likelihoods he was begotten 
Between a stubborn pair of Winter-boots ; 

His body goes with straps, he is so churlish. 

Lid. He’s poor and beggarly besides all this, 

And of a nature far uncapable 
Of atiy benefit ; for his manners cannot 
' Shew him a way to thank a man that does one, 

«He^a so uncivil ^ you may do a ^rt 
Worthy a Brother, to perswade your Sister 
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From her* undoing ; if she prove so foolish 
To marry this cast Captain, look to find her 
Within a month, where you, or any good man. 
Would blush to know her ; selling cheese and prunes, 
And retail’d Bottle- Ale ; I grieve to think, 

Because 1 lov’d her, what a march this Captain 
Will set her into. 

Fred. You are both, believtf me. 

Two arrant Knaves, and were it not for taking 

So just an execution from his hands 

You have bely’d thus, I would swaddle ye. 

Till I could draw off both your skins like Scabbards. 
That man that you have wrong’d thus, though to me 
He be a stranger, yet I know so worthy, 

However low m fortune, that his worst parts. 

The very wearing of his Cloaths, would make 
Two better Gentlemen than you dare be. 

For there is vertue m his outward things. 

Lod. Belike you love him then ? 

Fred. Yes marry do I. 

Lod. And will be angry for him. 

Fred. If you talk, 

Or pull your face into a stich again. 

As 1 love truth I shall be very angry. 

Do not I know thee, though thou hast some land 
To set thee out thus among Gentlemen, 

To be a prating, and vain-glorious Ass ? 

I do not wrong thee now, for I speak truth. 

Do not I know thou hast been a cudgel’d Coward, 
That has no cure for shame but Cloath of Silver? 
And think’st the wearing of a gawdy Suit 
Hides all disgraces ? 

Lod. I understand you not, you hurt not me, 
Your anger flies so wide. 

Piso. Seignior Frederick^ 

You much mistake this Gentleman. 

Fred. No, Sir. 

Pho. If you would please to be less angry, 

I would tell you how. 

Fred. You had better study, Sir, 
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How to excuse your self if ye be able, 

Or I shal! tell you once again. 

Pm, Not me, Sir ; 

For I protest what I have said, was only 
•To make you understand your Sisters danger. 

LaJ, He might, if it pleasM him, conceive it so. 

FreJ, I might, if it pleas’d me, stand still and hear 
My Sister made a May-gsurtt^ might I not? 

And give allowance to your liberal jests 
Upon hi% Person, whose least anger would 
Consume a Legion of such wretched people, 

That have no more to justific their actions 
But their tongues ends ^ that dare he every way 
As a Mill grinds ? from this hour, I renounce 
All part of fellowship that may hereafter 
Make me take knowledg of ye, but for Knaves ; 

And take heed, as ye love whole skins and coxcombs, 

How, and to whom, ye prate thus , for this time, 

I care not if I spare ye ; do not shake, 

I will not beat ye, though ye do deserve it 
Richly. 

Lod, This is a strange Course, Frederick ; 

But sure you do not, or you would not know us ; 

Beat us? 

Pii&, ’Tis somewhat low, Sir, to a Gentleman, 

Fred, I’ll speak but few words, but I’ll make ’em truths ; 
Get you gone both, and quickly, without murmuring, 

Or looking big ; and yet before you go, 

I will have this confess’d, and seriously, 

That you two arc two Rascals. 

Lod, How ? 

Fred, Two Rascals. * 

Come speak it from your hearts, or by this light 
My sword shall fiyc among ye ; answer me. 

And to the point dircdly. 

' Piso, You shall have 

^our will for this time : since we sec y’are grown 
So §ur untemperate ; Let it be so Sir 
In your opinion. * 

Fred, Do not mince the matter, 
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But speak the words plain ; and you Lodtyokk 
That stand so tally on your reputation, 

You shall be he shall speak it. 

Lod. This is pretty. 

Fred. Let me not stay upon’t. 

Lod. Well we are Rascals, 

Yes Pisoy we are Rascals. [Ex. Lod. and Piso. 

Fred. Get ye gone now, not*a word more, y’are Rascak. 

Enter Fabricio, and Jacomo. 

Fab. That should be Frederick. 

Jac. ’Tis he ; Frederick ? 
rred. Who’s that ? 

Jac. A friend Sir. 

Fred. It IS so, by the voyce : 

I have sought you Gentlemen, and since I have found you. 

So near our house, Fie force ye stay a while, 

I pray let it be so. 

Fab. It IS too late, 

Wc’l come and dine to morrow with your Sister, 

And do our services. 

Jac. Who were those with you ? 

Fab. We met two came from hence. 

Fred. Two idle fellows, 

That you shall beat hereafter, and Fie tell ye 
Some fitter time a cause sufficient for it. 

Fab. But Frederick^ tell me truly ; do you think 
She can affe£l my friend ? 

Fred. No certainer 

Than when I speak of him, or any other. 

She entertains it with as much desire 
As others do their recreations. 

Fabr. Let not him have this light by any means; 

He will but think he’s mockt, and so grow angry. 

Even to a quarrel : he’s so much distrustful! 

Of all that take occasion to commend him*-* 

Women especially : for which he shuns 
All conversation with ’em, and believes 
He can be but a mirth to all their 
Whence is this musiquef 




cm ' cAirMitf 

From my Sisters clumber. 

Fni. The much is excelieiiti let’s be attentive. 

Hark, are the Waits abroad? 

F0i* Be softer prethee. 


Fai* Be softer prethee, 

^18 private musick. 

Jac* What a dyn it makes ! 

1 had rather hear a Jews trump than these Lutes, 

Thw Cry like School-boys. • 
rahr^ Prethec Jacomo, 

ym. Well I will hear, or sleep, I care not whether. 


THE SONG. 

Enter at the Window Frank, and Clora. 

1. ^ I me dearest what ts Love ? 

2. I *Tis a lightning from ahove^ 

^Tts an arrow y ^tis a fire^ 

'Tis a hoy they call Desire, 

Both. ’77r a grave^ 

Gapes to have 

Those poor fools that long to prove, 

1. Tell me more^ are Women true? 

2. Tes^ some are^ and some as you. 

Some are willing^ some are strange^ 

Since you men first taught to change. 

Both. And till troth 

Be in bothy 

All shall lovcy to love anew, 

1. Tell me more yet can they grieve ? 

2. TeSy and sicken sore, hut live: 

And be wiscy and aelayy 

When you men are as wise as they. 

Both. Then I see 

Fai[th] •will bey 
Never till they both believe. 

from* Cloruy come hither ; who are these below there ? 
Cbr. Where? 

Frmtrn There. 
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Clor. Ha? I should know their shapes 
Though it be darkish ; there are both our Brothd*s» 

What should they make thus late here ? 

Fran, What’s the tother ? 

C/or, What tother ? 

Fran, He that lyes along there. 

C/or, Oy I see him 

As if he had a branch of some!* great Petigree 
Grew out on’s belly. 

Frqn, Y es. 

C/or, That should be. 

If I have any knowledge in proportion. — 

Fab, They see us. 

Fred, ’Tis no matter. 

Fab, What a log 
Is this, to sleep such musique out ! 

Fred, No more, let’s hear ’em. 

C/or, If I have any knowledge in proportion 
The Captain Jacomoy those are his legs 
Upon my conscience. 

Fran, By my faith, and neat ones. 

C/or, You mean the boots, I think they are neat by nature. 
Fra, As thou art knavish, would I saw his fece ! 

C/or, ’Twould scare you in the dark. 

Fran, A worse than that 
Has never scar’d you C/ora to my knowledge. 

C/or, ’T is true, for I never have seen a worse } 

Nor while I say my prayers heartily, 

I hope I shall not. 

Fran, Well, I am no tell tale : 

But IS It not great pity, tell me C/oray 
That such a brave deserving Gentleman 
As every one delivers this to be. 

Should have no more respc£t, and worth flung on him 
By able men ? Were I one ‘of these great ones, 

Such vertues should not sleep thus. 

C/or, Were he greater 

He would sleep more I think : I’lc waken him. 

Fran, Away ye fool.* 

C/or, Is he not dead already, and they two taking order 
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About hk Blacks ? me thinks thev are very biiste, 

A fine clean coarse he is: I would have him buried 
Even as he lyes, cross legg’d, like one o’th* Tmpiirs 
•(If his Westphalia gammons will hold crossing) 

And on his brest, a buckler with a pike in’t, 

In which I would have some learned Cutler 
Compile an Epitaph, and at* his feet 
A musquct, with this word upon a Label 
Which from the cocks mouth thus should be delivered, 

I hMe discharged the office of a Souldter, 

Fran, Well, if thy Father were a Souldicr 
Thus thou wouidst use him. 

Chra, Such a Souldicr, 

I would indeed. 

Fab, If he hear this, not all 
The power of man could keep him from the windows 
Till they were down and all the doors broke open : 

For Gods sake make her cooler : I dare not venture 
To bring him else : I know he will go to buffets 
Within five words with her, if she holds this spirit ; 

Let’s waken him, and away, we shall hear worse else. 

Fran, Well if I be not even with thee Clora 
Let me be hang’d for this : I know thou dost it 
Only to anger me, and purge thy wit 
Which would break out else. 

Clora, I have found ye, 
rie be no more cross, bid ’em good night. 

Fran. No, no, they shall not know we have seen ’em; 
Shut the window. \^Ex, Fran, and Clora. 

Fak Will you get up Sir? 

? d€. Have you paid the*Fidlcrs? 
ab. You are not left to do it : Fie upon thee, 

Hast thou forsworn manners ? 
yac. Yes unless • 

They would let me cat my meat without long graces 
Or drink without a preface to the pledger ; 

Oft, will it please you, shall I be so bold Sir, 

Let me remember your good bcd^fellow, 

And lye and kiss my hand unto my Mistris 
As omn as an Ape does for an Aple ; 
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These are mcer Schisms in Souldiers ; where’s my friend I 
These are to us as bitter as purgations, 

Wc love that general freedom we are bred to; 

Hang these faint fooleries, they smell of peace, 

Do they not friend ? 

Fab. Faith Sir to me they are 
As things indifferent, yet I uset’em not. 

Or if I did, they would not prick my conscience. 

Fred. Come, shall we go ? ’tis late. 
yat. Yes any whither, 

But no more Musick, it has made me dull. 

Fab. Faith any thing but drinking disturbs thee Jacom^ 
We’l ev’n to bed. 

Jac. Content. 

Fab. Thou wilt dream of wenches. 

Jac. I never think of any I thank Heaven 
But when I am drunk, and then ’tis but to cast 
A cheap way how they may be all destroy’d 
Like vermine ; let’s away, I am very sleepy. 

Fab. I, thou art ever so, or angry, come. \Exeit9$t» 

AShis Tertius. Scena Prima. * 

Enter Julio, and Angelo. 

Jul. T Will but see her once more Angelo.^ 

JL That I may hate her more, and then I am 
My self a^in. 

Ang. 1 would not have thee tempt lust, 

’Tis a way dangerous, and will deceive thee, 

Hadst thou the constancy of ail men in thee. 

Jul. Having her sins before me, I dare sec her 
Were she as catching as the plague, and deadly, 

And tell her she is fouler than all those 
And far more pestilent, if not repentant, 

And like a strong man, chide her well, and leave her* 

Ang. ’Tis easily said, of what complexion is the? 

Jm. Make but a curious firame unto thy sdf 
As thou wouldst shape an Angel in thy thought; 

Such as the Poets, when their fancies sweat, 
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^Atia one more excellent, than all those figures 
Shalt thou fin4 her; she’s brown, but of a sweetness, 

^ such a poor word may express her beauty) 

Believe me Angeby would do more mischief 
With a forc’t smile, than twenty thousand Cupids 
With their love quivers, fuU of Ladies eyes^ 

And twice as many dames, could ding upon us. 

Ang* Of what age is she? 

JuL As a Rose at fairest, • 

Neither a bud, nor blown, but such a one. 

Were there a Hercules to get again 
With all his glory, or one more than he. 

The god would choose out amongst a race of women 
To make a Mother of ; she is outwardly 
All that bewitches sense ; all that entices, 

Nor is it in our vertuc to uncharm it. 

And when she speaks, oh Angelo^ then musick 

^uch as old Orpheus made, that gave a soul 

To aged mountains, and made rugged beasts 

Lay by their rages ; and tall trees that knew 

No sound but tempests, to bow down their branches 

And hear, and wonder ; and the Sea, whose surges 

%oak their white heads in Heaven, to be as mid-night 

Still, and attentive) steals into our souls 

So suddenly, and strangely, that we are 

From that time no more ours, but what she pleases. 

Ang, Why look, how far you have thrust your self again 
Into your old disease ! are you that man 
With such a resolution, that would venture 
To take your leave of foll}^ and now melt 
Even in repeating her? 

Jul. I had forgot me. 

At^. As you will still (Jo. 

No, the strongest man 
Mxf have the grudging of an ague on him, 

Thm is no more; let’s go, I would fain be fit 
To he thy friend again, for nc^ I am no mans. 

Ang. Go you, I dare not go, I tell you truly 
Nor were it wise I should. 
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Jul. Why? 

Ang, I am well, 

And if I can, will keep my self so. 

JuL Ha ? thou mak’st me smile, though I have little causey 
To see how prettily thy fear becomes thee ; 

Art thou not strong enough to see a woman i 

Ang, Yes, twenty thousand,* but not such a one 
As you have made her : I’le not lye for th’ matter : 

I know I am frail, and may be cozen’d too 
By suck a Syren. 

JuL Faith thou shalt go, Angelo. 

Ang, Faith but I will not ; no I know how far Sir 
I am able to hold out, and will not venture 
Above my depth : I do not long to have 
My sleep ta’ne from me, and go pulingly 
Like a poor wench had lost her market-mony ; 

And when I see good meat, sit still and sigh. 

And call for small beer ; and consume my wit 
In making Anagrams,, and faithful posies ; 

I do not like that Itch, I am sure I had rather 
Have the main pox, and safer. 

Jul, Thou shalt go, 

I must needs have thee as a witness with me 
Of my repentance ; as thou lov’st me go. 

Ang, Well I will go, since you will have it so, 

But if I prove a fool too, look to have me 
Curse you continually, and fearfully. 

Jul, And if thou seest me fall again, good Angelo 
Give me thy counsel quickly lest I perish. 

Ang, Pray Heaven I have enough to save my self, 

For as I have a soul, I had rather venture 

Upon a savage Island, than this woman. [Exeunt^ 

SCEN5 11. 

Enter Father,^ and Servant,, 

Path, From whom Sir, comes this bounty ? for I think 
You arc mistaken. ^ 

Sef'v, No Sir, ’tis to you 
I am sure my Mistris sent it. 
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Path, Who’s your Mistris, 

That I may give her thanks i 

Sirv. The vertuous Widow. 

Path. The vertuous widow Sir i I know none such : 
Pray what’s her name? 

Sir, Laelk. 

Path. I knew you err’<d, 

*Ti$ not to me I warrant ye ; there Sir, 

Carry it to those she feeds fat with such favours, 

I am a stranger to her. • 

Serv, Good Sir take it, 

And if you will. Fie swear she sent it to you, 

For I am sure mine eye never went off ye 
Since you forsook the Gentlemen you talk’d with 
Just at her door. 

Path, Indeed I talkt with two 
Within this half hour in the street. 

Serv, ’Tis you Sir, 

And none but you I am sent to : wiser men 
Would have been thankful sooner, and receiv’d it, 

’Tis not a fortune every man can brag of, 

And from a woman of her excellence. 

Pa, Well Sir, I am Catechiz’d; what more belongs to’t ? 

Ser, This only Sir; she would intreat you come 
This evening to her without fail. 

PatL I will. 

Serv. You ghess where. 

Path, Sir I have a tongue else. [Exit Sir, 

She is down-right Devil ; or else my wants 
And her disobedience have provok’t her 
To look into her foul self, ^nd be sorry. 

I wonder how she knew me ? I had thought 

I had been the same to all, I am to them 

That chang’d me thus , Heiven pardon me for lying, 

For I have paid it home : many a good man 
That had but found the profit of my way 
Would forswoir telling true again in hast. 

Entir Lodovico* and Piso. 

Here are my praters ; now if I did well 
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I should belabour *cm, but I have found 
A way to quiet ’em, worth a thousand on’t. 

Lois^. If we could get a fellow that would do it. 

Fat. What villany is now in hand ? 

Pts. ’Twill be hard to be done in my opinion 
Unless we light upon an Englnh-man 
With seven-score surfeits in him^ 

Lod. Are the English-men such stubborn drinkers? 

Piso. Not a leak at Sea 

Can suck more liquor; you shall have their children 
Christened in mull’d sack, and at five years old, able 
To knock a Dane down : Take an EngUsh-man 
And cry St. George^ and give him but a rasher. 

And you shall have him upon even terms 

Defy a hogshead ; such a one would do it 

Home boy, and like a work-man : at what weapon ? 

Lod. Sherry sack : I would have him drink stark dead 
If it were possible : at worst past portage. 

Piso. What is the end then ? 

Lod. Dost thou not perceive it ? 

If he be drunk dead, there’s a fair end of him. 

If not, this is my end, or by enticing. 

Or by deceiving, to conduct him where 
The fool is, that admires him ; and if sober, 

His nature be so rugged, what will’t be 
When he is hot with wine ? come let’s about it, 

If this be done but handsomely, I’le pawn 
My head she hath done with Souldiers. 

Piso. This may do well. 

Fat. Here’s a new way to murther men alive, 
rie choak this train : God save ye Gentlemen. 

It is to you, stay : yes it is to you. 

Lod. What’s to me? 

Fath. You arc fortunate, , 

I cannot stand to tell you more now, meet me 
Here soon, and you’l made a man. [£jril Fathei?; 

Lod. What Vision’s this? 

Piso. I know not. 

Well, ric meet it, 

Think you o’th* other, and let me a while 
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lb# tH 

Dmitn of this fellow. 

Pm^ For the Drunkard, Lodovkk^ 

Let me alone. 

itfrf. Come, let’s about it then, [ExiunU^ 

SCENE III. 

Enter Cfora, and Frank. 

Cbr. Ha, ha, ha, pray let me laugh extrcamly. 

Fra. Why ? prethee why ? hast thou such cause ? 

Cbr. Yes faith, my Brother will be here straightway, 

Fra. What? (and — 

Ckr. The other party : ha, ha, ha. 

Fra. What party ? 

Wench thou art not drunk ? 

Cbr. No faith. 

Fra. Faith thou hast been among the bottles Clora. 

Cbr. Faith but I have not Frank : Prethee be handsom. 
The Captain comes along too, wench. 

Fra. O is that it 
That tickles ye ? 

Cbr. Yes, and shall tickle you too. 

You understand me? 

Fran. By my troth thou art grown 
A Strange lewd wench : I must c’ne leave thy company, 
Thou wilt spoil me else. 

Cbr, Nay, thou art spoil’d to my hand j 
Hadst thou been free, as a good wench ought to be. 

When I went first a birding for thy Love, 

And roundly said, that is the man must do it, 

1 had done laughing man/ an hour agoe. 

Fra. And what dost thou see m him, now thou knowst him 
To be thus laught at ? 

Cbr. Prethee be not argry 
And rie speak freely to thee. 

Fran. Do, I will not. 

Cbr. Then as I hope to have a handsom husband. 

This fiellow in mine eye, {znu .Frank I am held 
T# have a shrewd ghess at a pretty fellow) 
n strange thing. 
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Fra, Why, how strange for Gods sake? 

He is a man, and one that may content 
(For any thing I see) a right good woman : 

And sure I am not blind. 

Clor, There lyes the question ? 

For, (but you say he is a man, and I 

Will credit you,) I should as soon have thought him 

Another of Gods creatures; out upon him, 

His body, that can promise nothing 
But laziness and long strides. 

Fra, These are your eyes ; 

Where were they Clora,, when you fell in love 
With the old foot-man, for singing of Queen Dido ? 

And swore he look’d m his old velvet trunks 
And his slic’t Spanish Jerkin, like Don John ? 

You had a parlous judgment then, my Clora, 

Clor a. Who told you that ? 

Fran, I heard it. 

Clora, Come, be friends, 

The Souldier is a Mars^ no more, we arc all 
Subjedl to slide away. 

Fra, Nay, laugh on still. 

Clor, No faith, thou art a good wench, and ’tis pity 
Thou shouldst not be well quarried at thy cntring. 

Thou art so high flown for him: Look, who’s there? 

Enter Fabneio, and Jacomo. 

Jac, Prethee go single, what should I do there ? 
Thou knowst I hate these visitations, 

As I hate peace or perry. 

Fab, Wilt thou never * 

Make a right man ? 

Jac, You make a right fool of me 
To lead me up and down to visit women, 

And be abus’d and laugh’d at ; let me $ta[rv]e 
If I know what to say, unless I ask ’em 
What their shoocs cost? 

Fab, Fyc upon thee, coward, 

Canst thou not sing? 

Jac, Thou knowest I can sing nothing 
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But Jfkimpton park. 

fmh. Thou’t be bold enough^ 

Wkcii thou art enter’d once. 

Jtfr. I had rather enter 
A breach : if I miscarry, by this hand 
I will have you by th* cars for’t. 

Fak Save ye Ladies. 

Ch. Sweet Brother I <larc swear, you're welcom hither, 
So is your Friend. 

Fak * Come, blush not, but salute ’em. 

Fra. Good Sir believe your Sister; you arc most* welcom, 
So is this worthy Gentleman whose vcrtucs 
I shall be proud to be acquainted with. 

^ac. She has found me out already, and has paid me ; 
Shall we be going \ 

Fab. Peace ; 

Your goodness Lady 

Will ever be afore us, for my self 

I will not thank you single, lest I leave 

My friend, this Gentleman, out of acquaintance. 

More of me yet ? 
rra. Would I were able, Sir, 

From cither of your worths to merit thanks. 

Clor. But Brother, is your friend thus sad still ? methinks 
’Tis an unseemly nature in a Souldier, 

Jac^ What hath she to do with me, or my behaviour? 
FW. He do*s but shew so, prethee to him Sister. 

Jac. If I do not break thy head, I am no Christian, 

If t get off once. 

Ckr. Sir, we must in treat you 
To think your self more welcom, and be merry, 

TTis pity* a fair man of y(fur proportion 
Should have a soul of sorrow. 

Jac. Very well ; 

Pray Gentlewoman what would you have me say ? 

Ckra. Do not you know. Sir? 

Not so well as you 
That talk continually. 

Fran. You have hit her, Sir. 

Cbra. I thank him, so he has, 
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Fair fell his sweet fecc for’t. 

Jac, Let my face 

Alone, I would wish you, lest I take occasion 
To bring a worse in question, 

Clera. Meaning mine? 

Brother, where was your friend brought up? h’as sune 
Been a great lover in his youth of pottage, 

They lye so dull upon his underatanding. 

rab. No more of that, thou’lt anger him at heart, 

Cio. Then let him be more manly, for he looks 
Like a gteat School-boy that had been blown up 
Last night at dust-point. 

Fran» You will never leave 
Till you be told how rude you are, fye Clora. 

Sir will it please you sit ? 

Ciora, And Tie sit by you. 

Jac» Woman be quiet, and be rul’d I would wish you^ 
Clora, I have done, Sir Captain. 

Fab, Art thou not asham’d ? 

You are an asse, Tie tell you more anon, 

You had better have been hang’d than brought me hither. 

Fab, You are grown a sullen fool ; cither be handsom, 
Or by this light Fie have wenches bait thee ; 

Go to the Gentlewoman, and give her thank^ 

And hold your head up j what ? 

Jac, By this light Fie brain thee. 

Fra, Now o’ my faith this Gentleman do’s nothing 
But it becomes him rarely j C lor ay look 
How well this little anger, if it be one, 

Shews in his face. 

Clo, Yes, it shews very sweetly. 

Fra, Nay do not blush Sir, 6’ my troth it docs, 

I would be ever angry to be thus. 

FabritiOy o’ my conscience if I ever 
Do fell in love, as I will not forswear it 
Till I am something wiser, it must be, 

I will not say dircftly with that face, 

But certainly, such another as that is, 

And thus dispose my chance ..to hamper me. 

Fab, Dost thou hear tbis^ and stand still ? 
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ytt€* You will prate still; 

I wouM you were not women, I would take 
A new course with ye, 

Chra, Why couragious? 

For making me a stone to whet your tongues on* 
C&r4i* Prethee sweet Captain. 
ym» Go, go spin, go hang. 

Cb. Now could I kiss«him. 
jfac If you long for kicking, 

You*r best come kiss me, do not though, I’de wish ye, 
l*lc send my Foot-man to thee, he shall leap thee, • 

And thou wantst horsing : Fie leave ye Ladies. 

Fm. Beshrew my heart you arc unmannerly 
To ofier this unto a Gentleman 
Of his deserts, that comes so worthily 
To visit me, I cannot take it well. 

Jot. I come to visit you, you foolish woman ? 

Fra, I thought you aid Sii, and for that I thank you, 

1 would be loth to lose those thanks; I know 
This is but some odd way you have, and faith 
It do’s become you well to make us merry ; 

I have heard often of your pleasant vein. 

Fab, What wouldst thou ask more ? 
yac. Pray thou scurvy fellow 
Thou hast not long to live ; adieu dear Damsels, 

You filthy women farewcl, and be sober, 

And keep your chambers. 

Cbr, rarcwel old Don Diego, 

Fra, Away, away, you must not [be so] angry. 

To part thus roughly from us; yet to me 
This do’s not shew, as if it were yours, the wars 
May breed men something plain I know. 

But not thus rude ; give me your hand good Sir 
I know ’tis white, and — 

ym. If I were not patioi t, 

What would become of you two prating hous wives? 

Cb, For any thing I know, we would in to supper, 
And there begin a hesuth of lusty Claret 
To keep care from our hearts, and it should be — 

Faith to whom? Mark but this Jacem, 
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Ch. Even to the handsomest fellow now alive. 

Fab, Do you know such a one? 

Fra, He may be ghest at, 

Without much travel. 

Fab, There’s another item. 

Clor, And he should be a Souldier. 

Fra, ’Twould be better. 

Clor, And yet not you sweet Captain. 

Fra. Why not he ? 

7 ac. Well ; I shall live to see your husbands beat you, 
hiss ’em on like ban-dogs. 

Clora, Ha, ha, ha. 

Jac, Green sicknesses and serving-men light on ye 
With greasy Codpieces, and woollen stockings. 

The Devil (if he dare deal with two women) 

Be of your counsels : farewel Plaisterers — [Exit Jac. 

Clora, This fellow will be mad at Mid-summer 
Without all doubt. 

Fab. I think so too. 

Fra, I am sorry. 

He’s gone in such a rage ; but sure this holds him 
Not every day. 

Fab. ’Faith every other day 
If he come near a woman. 

Clor. I wonder how his mother could endure 
To have him in her Belly, he’s so boysterous. 

Fra, He’s to be made more traftable I doubt not. 

Clo. Yes, if they taw him as they do whit-lcathcr 
Upon an iron, or beat him soft like Stock-fish. 

SCENE IV. 

Enter Lclia and her waiting-woman with a Fail. 

Lei, Art t’ sure ’tis he ? 

Worn, Yes, and another wjth him. 

Lei, The more the merrier ; did you give that money 
And charg’d it to be delivered where I shew’d you? 

Worn. Yes, and what else you bad me. 

LeL That brave fellow. 

Though he be old, whate’r he be, shews toughn^ 
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Atid such ft one I long for, ftnd must have 
At my price ; these young soft melting gristles 
Are only for my safer en^ 

They arc here. 

• JUL Give me my Vail, and bid the Boy go sing 
That song above, I ^ve him ; the sad song ; 

Now if I miss him, I am curst, go, wench, 

And tell ’em I have utterly^ forsworn 

All company of men, yet make a venture 

At last to let ’em in ; thou knowst these things. 

Do *cm to th’ life. 

I warrant you I am perfe(5l. 

L^L Some ill woman for her use would give 
A million for this Wench, she is so subtle. 


Enter to the door Julio, and Angelo. 


Worn, Good Sir, desire it not, I dare not do it. 
For since your last being here, Sir, believe me. 

She has griev’d her self out of all Company, 

And (sweet Soul) almost out of life too. 

Jui, Prithee, 

Let me but speak one word. 

fVom, You will offend, Sir, 

And yet your name is more familiar with her 
Than any thing but sorrow, good Sir, go. 

Ang, This little Varlet hath her Lesson perfeft, 
These arc the baits they bob with. 

7a/. ’Faith I will not. 


Worn, I shall be chidden cruelly for this ; 

But you arc such a Gentleman — 

juL No more. • (enough. 

Ang^ There’s a new Tyre, wench ; peace, thou art well 
7«/. What, has she musick ? 

Worn, Yes, for Heavens ^ke stay, 

HTis all she feeds upon. 


JuL Alas, poor soul, 

Ang* Now will I pray devoutly, for there’s need on’t. 
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The SONG. 

\lVay delightSy go seek some other dwelling^ 
jfX Por I must dye: 

Farewel false Love^ thy tongue is ever telling 
Lye after Lye, 

For ever let me rest now from thy smarts^ 

Alas^ for^ pity gOy 
And fire then hearts 

That have been hard to theey mine was not so. 

Never again deluding Love shall know mey 
For I will dye ; 

And all those griefs that think to over-grow mOy 
Shall be as I : 

For ever will I sleepy while poor Maids cryy 
AlaSy for pity stayy 
And lei us dye 

With theey men cannot mock us in the day. 

JuL Mistriss ? not one word, Mistriss if I grieve yc 
I can depart again. 

Ang. Let’s go then quickly, 

For if she get from under this dark Cloud, 

We shall both sweat I fear, for’t. 
ful. Do but speak 

Though you turn from me, and speak bitterly, 

And 1 am gone, for that I think will please you. 

Ang. C5h, that all women were thus silent ever, 

What fine things they were ! 

JuL You have look’d on me, 

When (if there be belief in Womens words 
Spoken m tears) you swore you lov’d to do so. 

Lei. Oh me, my heart I 

Ang. Now, JuliOy play the man, 

Or such another O me will undo thee: 

Would 1 had any thing to keep me busie, 

I might not hear her ; think but what she is, 

Or I doubt mainly, I shall be i’th’ mash too. 

Jul. ^Pokj spe^ 

Lei. Where is my W'oman f 
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Hem 

Mercy upon me ! what a face she has ! 
Wimild k were vaird again. 

JUL Why did you let 
This flattering man in to me? did not I 
Charge thee to keep me from his eyes again. 

As carefully as thou wouldst keep thine own ? 

Thou hast brought me poyson in a shape of Heaven, 
Whose violence will break the hearts of all, 

Oir all weak Women, as it hath done mine, 

That are such fools to love, and look upon him. 
Good Sir, be gone, you know not what an ease 
Yotur absence is. 


Jng* By Heaven she is a wonder, 

I cannot tell what *tis, but I am [sjquamish. 

7«/. Though I desire to be here more than Heaven, 
As 1 am now, yet if my sight offend you. 

So much I love to be commanded by you, 

That I will go ; farewel — 

Lei I should say something 
E’re you depart, and I would have you hear me ; 

But why should I speak to a man that hates me, 

And will but laugh at any thing I suffer ? 

JuL If this be hate — 

Z^L Away, away, deceiver. 

Now help me, Angelo ! 

I am worse than thou art. 

Such tears as those might make another Woman 
Believe thee honest, yulioy almost me. 

That know their ends, for I confess they stir me. 

Ang, What will become gf me ^ I cannot go now 
If you would hang me, from her ; O brave Eye ! 

Sl«il me away, [for G^s sake] Julio. 

JuL Alas, poor man ! I am lost again too, strangely. 

£#/» No, I will sooner truSt a Crocodile 
When he dieds tears, for he kills suddenly, 

And ends our cares at once ; or any thing 
Thaff evil to our Natures, than a man j 
I find there t$ no end of his deceiVings, 

Nor no $toiding *em, if we give way ; 
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I was requesting you to come no more 
And mock me with your service, *tis not well, 

Nor honest, to abuse us so far; you may love too; 

For though, I must confess, I am unworthy 
Of your love every way ; yet I would have you 
Think I am somewhat too good to make sport of. 

JuL Will you believe me ? 

ieL For your Vows and Oaths, 

And such deceiving tears as you shed now, 

I will, as you do, study to forget ’em. 

JuL Let me be most despis’d of men — 

Le/, No more ; 

There is no new way left, by which your cunning 
Shall once more hope to catch me ; no, thou false man, 
I will avoid thee, and for thy sake all 
That bear thy stamp, as counterfeit in love. 

For I am open ey’d again, and know thee; 

Go, make some other weep, as I have done, 

That dare believe thee, go, and swear to her 
That is a stranger to thy cruelty. 

And knows not yet what man is, and his lyings. 

How thou di’st daily for her ; pour it out 
In thy best lamentations ; put on sorrow, 

As thou canst, to deceive an Angel, Ju/io^ 

And vow thy self into her heart, that when 
I shall leave off to curse thee for thy falshood. 

Still a forsaken Woman may be found. 

To call to Heaven for vengeance. 

ying. From this hour, 

I heartily despise all honest Women ; 

I care not if the World took knowledg on’t, 

I see there’s nothing in them, but that folly 
Of loving one man only ; give me henceforth, 



JuL Mistriss, the most offending man is heard 
Before his sentence, why will you condemn me 
E’re I produce the truth to witness with me, 

How innocent I am ofWl your angers? 

LiL There is no trusting of that tongue, I kiiow% 
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And how fiur if it be believ’d, it kills $ tio more, Sir. 

7«/. It never lied to you ; if it did, 

*Twiis only when it call’d you mild and gentle. 

H Lei, Good Sir, no more ; make not my understanding. 
After I have sufier’d thus much evil by you, 

$0 poor to think I have not reach’d the end 
Of all your forc’d affeftions; yet because 
I once lov’d such a sorrow too too dearly, 

t s that would strive to be ; I do forgive ye 
ven heartily, as I would be forgiven, 

For all your wrongs to me ; my chanty 
Yet loves you so far, (though again 1 may not) 

And wish when that time comes, you will love truly, 

(If you can ever do so) you may find 
The worthy fruit of your affections, 

True love again, not my unhappy Harvest, 

Which, like a fool, I sow’d in such a heart. 

So dry and stony, that a thousand showers 
From these two eyes, continually raining. 

Could never ripen. 

^ul, Y’ have conquer’d me ; 

I did not think to yield, but make me now. 

Even what you will, my Le/iay so I may 
Be but so truly happy to enjoy you. 

Lei, No, no, those fond imaginations, 

Are dead and buried in me, let ’em rest. 
yui. I’ll marry you. 

Ang, The Devil thou wilt, Juiioy 
How that word waken’d me 1 come hither, friend. 

Thou art a fool, look stedfastly upon her, 

Though she be all that I know excellent, 

As she appears, though I could fight for her. 

And run through fire; though I am stark mad too 
Never to be recover’d, though I would 
Give all I had i’th’ World to lye with her 
Even to my naked soul, I am so far gone, 

Yet, methinks still, we should not dote away 
That that is something more than ours, our honours. 

I would not have thee marry her by no means, 

Yet I should do so ; is she not a Whore 1 
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JuL She is ; but such a one — 

Ang. 'Tis true, she’s excellent, 

And when I well consider, Julio^ 

•i see no reason we should be confin’d 
In our affeftions ; when all Creatures else 
Enjoy still where they like. 

JuL And so will I then. ^ 

LeL He’s fast enough I hope now, if I hold him. 

Ang, You must not do so though, now I consider 
Better «what ’tis. 

yuL Do not consider, Angelo^ 

For I must do it. 

Ang, No, ril kill thee first, 

I love thee so well, that the worms shall have thee 
Before this Woman, friend. 

Jul, It was your counsel. 

Ang, As I was a Knave, 

Not as I lov’d thee. 

Jul, All this IS lost upon me, Angelo^ 

For I must have her , I will marry ye 
When ye please : pray look better on me. 

Ang, Nay then no more, friend ; farcwel, yulh^ 

I have so much discretion left me yet 
To know, and tell thee, thou art miserable. 

Jul, Stay, thou art more than she, and now I find It. 
Lei, Is he so ? 
yul, Mistriss. 

Lei, No, I’ll see thee starv’d first. [Exit LeltA. 

yul. Friend. 

Ang, Fly her as I do, yulioy she’s a Witch. 
yul. Beat me away then, I shall grow here still dse. 
Ang, That were the way to have me grow there witktbeti 
Farcwel for ever. [Exk Angdb* 

yul. Stay, I am uncharm’d, 

Farewel thou cursed house, from this hour be 
More hated of me than a Leprosie. [Exk 

Enter Lelia. 

Lil, Both gone ? a blague upon ’em both. 

Am I deceiv’d again i Oh, I would rail 
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Ani follow *ei||| but I fear the spight of people^ 

TBl I have emptied alt mv gall ; the next 

I sebe upon shall pay their follies 

To the last penny ; This will work me worse, 

» He that comes next, by Heav’n shall feel their curse, [Exit, 

SCENE V. 

Q 

Entir Jacomo at one door^ Fabric io at another, 

Etti, 0,_yc arc a sweet youth, so uncivilly 
To rail, and run away ! • 

yac. O ! arc you there, Sir ? 

I am glad I have found ye, you have not now youi Ladies, 
To shew your wit before. 

Fah. Thou wou’lt not, wou’lt ’ou ? 
yac. What a sweet youth I am, as you have made me, 
You shall know presently. 

Fak Put up your Sword, 

I have seen it often, ’tis a Fox. 

/ ac. It IS so, 

you shall feel it too ; will you dispatch, Sir ? 

And leave your mirth out ? or I shall take occasion 
To beat ye, and disgrace ye too. 

Fab. Well, since there is no other way to deal with you, 
Let’s sec your Sword, I am sure you scorn all odds, 

Igpill fight with you — 

yac. How now ? [They measure^ and Fab. gets his Sword. 
Fab. Naj, stand out, 

Or W this U^ht, ril make ye. 

jac. This is scurvy, 

And out of fear done. ^ 

Fab. No, Sir, out of judgment, 

For he that deals with thee, thou’rt grown so boysterous, 
Must have more wits, or more lives than another, 

Or always be in Armour, or inchantcd, 

Or he is miserable. 

Tm. Your end of this. Sir? 

Fab. My end is only mirth to laugh at thee, 

Wltich now 111 do in safety ; ha, ha, ha. 

yac. *S heart] then I am grown ridiculous. 
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Fab. Thou art, 

And wilt be shortly sport for little Children, 

If thou continuest this rude stubborness. 

? ac. O God, for any thing that had an edge ! 

ab. Ha, ha, ha. 

Jac, Fye, what a shame it is. 

To have a Lubber shew his teeth ! 

Fab. Ha, ha. 

Jac. Why dost thou laugh at me, thou wretched fellow? 
Speak with a Pox ; and look ye render me 
Just such a reason — 

Fab. I shall dye with laughing. 

Jac. As no man can find fault with ; I shall have 
Another Sword, I shall, ye fleanng Puppy. 

Fab. Does not this testiness shew finely in thee ? 

Once more take heed of Children, if they find thee, 

They’ll break up School to bear thee Company, 

Thou wilt be such a pastime, and whoot at thee, 

And call thee Bloody-Bones, and Spade, and Spit-firc, 

And Gafler Mad-man ; and go by Jeronimo^ 

And will with a wisp, and come aloft, and crack rope. 

And old Saint Denms with the dudgeon Codpiss ! 

And twenty such names. 

Jac. No, I think they will not. 

Fab. Yes, but they will ; and Nurses still their Children 
Only with thee, and here take him, Jacomo. 

jac. God’s precious, that I were but over thee 
One Steeple height, I would fall and break thy Neck. 

Fab. This is the reason I laugh at thee. 

And while thou art thus, will do ; tell me one thing. 

Jac. I wonder how thou durst thus question me ; 
Prithee restore my Sword. 

Fab. Tell me but one thing, 

And it may be I will ; Nay Sir, keep out. 

Jac. Well, I will be your fool now, speak your mind. Sir. 
Fab. Art thou not breeding teeth ? 

Jac. How? Teeth? 

rab. Yes, teeth, thou wouldst not be so froward dsc. 
Jac. Teeth ? 

Fab. Come, ’Twill make thee 
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A little rheumaticky but that*$ all oncy 
Wc*ll have a Bib, for spoiling of thv Doublet j 
And a fring’d Muckendcr hang at thy Girdle, 
ril be thy Nurse, and get a Coral for thee, 

^ And a fine Ring of Bells. 

yac, ’Faith, this is somewhat 
Too much, Fabrido^ to your friend that Iovjs you ; 
Methinks your goodness rather should invent 
A way to make my follies less, than breed ’em ; 

I should have been more moderate to you, * 

But I sec ye despise me. 

Fab, Now I love ye, 

There, take your Sword : continue so ; I dare not 
Stay now to try your patience, soon Fll meet ye, 

And as you love your honours, and your state, 

Redeem your self well to the Gentlewoman, 

Farewcl till soon. [Exit Fabricio. 

Jac. Well, I shall think of this. Jacomo* 

SCENE [VI]. 

Enter H&st^ Piso, and Boy with a Glass of Wine, 

Pis, Nothing I’th’ World, but a dry’d Tongue or two — 
Host, Taste him, and tell me. 

Pis, Is a valiant wine. 

This must be mine, Host. 

Host, This shall be tpse^ 

Oh, he’s a devilish biting wine, a Tyrant 
Where he lays hold. Sir, this is he that scorns 
Small Beer should quench him ; or a f(X)lish Caudle 
Bring him to Bed j no, if lie flinch I’ll shame him, 

And draw him out to mull amongst old Midwives. 

Piso, There is a Souldier, I would have thee better 
Above the rest, because he thinks there’s no man 
Can pvt him drink enough. 

Host. What kind of man ? 

Pis. That thou mayst know him pcrfe6tly, he’s one 
Of a left-handed making, a lank thing; 

As if his Belly were ta^ up with straw 
To hunt a match. 
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Host. Has he no Beard to shew him ? 

Pis. Taith, but a little, yet enough to note him, 

JlVhich grows in parcels, here and there a remnant ; 

And that thou mayst not miss him, he is one 
That wears his forehead in a velvet scabbard. 

Host. That note’s enough, he’s mine. I’ll fuddle him. 
Or lye i’th’ suds ; you will be here too ? 

Pis. Yes, ’Till soon, farewei, and bear up. 

Host. If I do not, 

Say I am recreant, I’ll get things ready. 

A£h4s Quartus. Scena Prima. 

Enter Julio, and Angelo, 

Jul. ’'’“T^IS strange thou should’st be thus, with thy dis- 
X I am sure I am so. (cretion* 

Jul. I am well you see. 

Ang. Keep your self warm then, and go home, & sleep. 
And pr^ [to God] thou mayst continue so ; 

Would I had gone to th’ Devil of an arrant, 

When I was made a fool to see her \ Leave me, 

I am not fit for conversation. 

Jul. Why, thou art worse than I was. 

Ang. Therefore leave me, 

The nature of my sickness is not eas’d 
By company or counsel, I am mad, 

And if you follow me with questions. 

Shall shew my self so. 

Jul. This is more than errour. 

Ang. ’Pray be content, that you have made me thus. 
And do not wonder at me. (gone. 

Jul. Let me know, but what you mean to do, and 1 am 
I would be loth to leave you thus else. 

Ang. Nothing 

That needs vour fear, that is sufficient ; 

Farcwcl, ana pray for me. 

Jul. I would not leave you. 

Ang. You must, and ^hall. 

Jui. I will then, would yond’ Woman 
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tl«^ t»ean teti fathom under ground, when first 
I s^w her wcs. 

Yet she had been dangerous. 

For to some wealthy Rock of precious stone, 

Or mine of Gold, as tempting, her fair Body 

Might have been turn’d, which once found out by labour, 

And brought to use, having her Spells within it, 

Might have corrupted States, and ruin’d Kingdoms, 

Which had been fearful, (Friend) go, when I sec thee 
Next, I will be as thou art, or no more. • 

*Pray do not follow me, you’ll make me angry. 
jui. Hcav’n grant you may be right again. 

Amen. ^ [Exeunt 

SCENE II. 

Enter Tavern-^BoySy &c. 

Boy, Score a gallon of Sack, and a pint of Olives to the 
Above^ within. Why drawer? (Unicorn. 

Boy, Anon, anon. 

Another Boy, Look into the Nags-head there, 
a Boy. Score a quart of Claret to the Bar, 

And a pound of Sausages into the Flower-pot. 

Enter first Servant with Wine, 
f SiTu, The Devil’s in their throats j anon, anon. 

Enter second Servant, 

2 Str, Mull a pint of Sack there for the women in the 
Flower-deluce, and put in ginger enough, they belch like potguns, 
And Robin fetch Tobacco •for the Peacock, they will not be 
Drunk till mid-night else: how now, how does my Master? 
Faith he lyes drawing on a pace. 

1 Soy, That’s an ill sign. 

2 Boy, And fumbles with the pots too. 

1 Boy, Then there’s no way but one with him. 

2 Alt the rest, 

Exotft the Captain, are in Limbo patrum^ 

Where they lye sod in sack. 

I Soy, Does he bear up still ? 
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2 Boy. Afore the wind still, with his lights up bravely, 
All he takes in I think he turns to Juleps, 

Or h’as a world of Stowage in his belly. 

The rest look all like fire-drakes, and lye scatter’d 
Like rushes round about the room. My Master 
Is now the loving’st man, I think, above ground. 

1 Boy. Would he were always drunk then. 

Within. Drawer. 

2 Boy. Anon, anon Sir. 

1 Boym And swears I shall be free to morrow, and so weeps 
And calls upon my Mistns. 

2 Boy. Then he’s right. (her 

I Boy. And swears the Captain must lye this night with 

And bad me break it to her with discretion. 

That he may leave an issue after him. 

Able to entertain a Dutch Ambassador^ 

And tells him feelingly how sweet she is, 

And how he stole her from her friends I’th’ Country ; 

And brought her up disguiz’d with the Carriers, 

And was nine nights bereaving her her maidenhead. 

And the tenth got a drawer, here they come. 

Enter Jacomo, Host^ Lod. Piso. 

Within cry drawer. Anon, anon, speak to the Tyger, Peter. 
Host, There’s my Bells boys, my silver Bell. 

Piso. Would he were hang’d 
As high as I could ring him. 

Host. Captain. 

Jac, Hoe Boy. 

Lod. Robiny sufficient single Beer, as cold as crystal. 
Quench Robtny quench, , 

I Boy. I am gone Sir. 

Host. Shall we bear up still P Captain how I love thee ! 
Sweet Captain let me kiss thee, by this hand 
I love thee next to Malmsey m a morning, 

Of all things transitory. 

7ar. I love thee too, as far as I can love a fat man. 
Host. Do’st thou Captain ? 

Sweetly? and heartily? 

JaL With all my heart Boy. 
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Ihst. Hien welcom death, come close miiit eyes sweet 
Thoti shalt have all. (Captain 

Jac. What shall your wife have then ? (sf^n, 

H9$t, Why she shall have besides my blessing, and a silver 
^^nough to keep her stirring in the world, 

^Three little Children, one of them was mine 
Upon my conscience, th’ other two are Pagans. 

Jac. *Twere good sh^ had a little foolish mony, 

To rub the time away with. 

HfisU Not a rag, 

Not a Deniere^ no, let her spin a Gods name : ' 

And raise her house again. 

Jac. Thou shalt not dye though : 

Boy see your Master safe delivered, 

He’s ready to lye in. 

Host, Good night. 

Good morrow, 

Drink till the Cow come home, ’tis all pay’d boyes. 

Lod, A pox of Sack. 

Host, Marry ^od] bless my Buts, Sack is a Jewel, 
*Tis comfortable, Gentlemen. 

'Jac, More Beer boy. 

Very sufficient single Beer. 

Boy, Here Sir. 

How is It Gentlemen ? 

Jac. But cv’n so, so. 

Host, Go before finely Robtn^ and prepare 
My wife, bid her be right and streight, I come boy. 

And Sirrah, if they quarrel, let ’em use 

Their own discretions, by all means, and stir not. 

And he that’s kill’d shall be as sweetly buried ; 

Captain, adieu, adieu swe^t bully Captain, 

One kiss before I dye, one kiss. 

Jac. Farcwcl Boy. 

Host. All my sweet boys farewel. [Exit Host. 

Lod. Go sleep, you are drunk. 

Ja. Come gentlemen, Fie sec you at your lodging, 
You look not lustily, a quart more. 

Lod. No Boy. 

Biso. Get us a Torch. 
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Bop *Tis day Sir. 

? ac. That’s all one. 

iso. Are not those the stars, thou scurvy Boy? 

Lod. Is not Charles-wain there, tell me that, there? 
Jac. Yes; 

I have paid ’em truly : do not vex him Sirrah. 

Piso. Confess it Boy, or as I live I’le beat 
Mid-night into thy brains. 

Boy. I do confess it. 

Piso. Then live, and draw more small Beer presently. 

7 ac. " Come Boyes, let’s hug together, and be loving, 
sing, and do brave things cheerly my hearts, 

A pox o’ being sad ; now could I fly 
And turn the world about upon my finger. 

Come ye shall love me, I am an honest fellow : 

Hang care and fortune, we are friends. 

Lod. No Captain. 

Do not you love me ? I love vou two dearly. 
No by no means ; you are a fighting Captain, 
And kill up such poor people as we are, by th’ dozens. 
Lod. As they kill flycs with Fox-tails, Captain, 

Jac. Well Sir. 

Lod. Me thinks now as I stand, the Captain shews 
To be a very mcrcifull young man. 

(And prc’thec Piso^ let me have thy opinion). 

Piso. Then he shall have mercy, that merciful is, 

Or all the Painters are Apocrypha. 

? ac. I am glad you have your wits yet, will ye go? 

ISO. You had best say we arc drunk. 

Jac. Ye are. 

Lod. Yc lye. 

Jac. Y’arc rascals, drunken rascals. 

Piso, ’T IS sufficient. 

And now Tie tell you why, before I beat ye, 
You have been tampring any time these three days, 

Thus to disgrace me. 

Piso. That’s a lye too. 

Jac. Well Sir, 

Yet I thank fate I have turn’d your points on you, 

For which Fie spare ye somewhat, half a beating. 
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Fm^ rte make you fart fire Captairii by tbia hait^ 
And ye provoke, do not provoke Tdc wish you* 

Jac, How do you like this? 

2^. Sure I am inchanted. 

Fm* Stay till I draw. 

? a€. Dispatch then, I am angry. 

isp. And thou shall see how suddenly I’ll kill thee* 
Jaa Thou darst not dr^w, ye cold, tame, mangy Cowards, 
Ye drunken Rogues, can nothing make you valiant ? 

Not wine, nor beating? 

ZW. If this may be suffer’d, 

’Tis Very well. 

Jac, Go there’s your way, go and sleep : 

I have pity on you, you shall have the rest 
To morrow when we meet. 

Fisp. Come LodowUk^ 

He’s monstrous drunk now, there’s no talking with him. 

yac. I am so ; when I am sober, I’le do more 
Boy where’s mine Host ? [^Ex, Lod. and Piso. 

Boy. He’s on his bed asleep Sir. [Ex, Boy. 

Let him alone then : now am I high proof 
For any a<5lion, now could I fight bravely. 

And charge into a wild fire ; or I could love 
Any man living now, or any woman. 

Or indeed any creature that loves Sack 
Extreamly, monstrously j I am so loving, 

Just at this instant, that I might be brought 
1 feel it, with a little labour, now to talk 
With a Justice of peace, that to my nature 
I hate next an ill Sword : I will do 
Some strange brave thing now, and I have it here : 

Pray Heaven the air keep dut ; I feel it buzzing, [Exit, 

SCENE III. 

Enter Frederick, Frank, Clora. 

Chra, She loves him too much, that’s the plain truth 
PtUr which if I might be believ’d, I think her {Frederick^ 
A Stmiige for^tter of her self; there’s Julio^ 
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Or twenty more — 

Fred. In your eye I believe you, 

But credit me the Captain is a man, 

Lay but his rough afFeftions by, as worthy. 

Clora. So is a resty Jade a horse of service, 

If he would leave his nature ; give me one 
By your leave Sir to make a husband of 
Not to be wean’d, when I should marry him; 

Me thinks a man is misery enough. 

Fred. You are too bitter, 

I would* not have him worse. 

Yet I shall see you hamper’d one day Lady, 

I do not doubt it, for this heresie. 

Clo. rie burn before; come pre’thee leave this sadness; 
This walking by thy self to see the Devil, 

This mumps, this Lachrymae, this love in sippets ; 

It fits thee like a French-hood. 

Fra. Does it so ? 

I am sure it fits thee to be ever talking. 

And nothing to the purpose, take up quickly ; 

Thy wit will founder of all four else wench. 

If thou hold’st this pace ; take up when I bid thee. 

Clora. Before your Brother, fy ? 

Fred. I can endure it. 

Enter Jacomo. 

Ch. Here’s Raw-head come again ; Lord how he looks ! 
Pray we ’scape with broken pates. 

Fra. Were I he. 

Thou should’st not want thy wish, he has been drinking, 
Has he not Frederick ? 

Fred. Yes, but do not find it. 

Clor. Peace and let’s hear his wisdom. 

Fred. You will mad him. 

Jac. I am somewhat bold, 'but that’s all one. 

Chr. A short and pithy saying of a Souldier. 

Fra. A[s] I live 
Thou art a strange mad wench. 

Chr. To make a Parson. 

Jac. Ladyes I mean to kiss ye. 
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Cbrtt. How he wipes his mouth like a jouilg Preacherj 
Wc shall teivc it. 

ym* In order as you lye before me ; first 
Fie begin with you. 

With me Sir? 

Jm. Yes. 

rra» If you will promise me to kiss in ease, 

I care not if I venture. 

Jac* I will kiss according to mine own inventions 
As I shall see cause ; sweetly I would wish you, • 

I love ye. 

Fra, Do you Sir ? 

___ Yes indeed do I, 

Would I could tell you how. 

Fra, I would you would Sir. 

Jac, I would to Heaven I could, but ’tis sufficient, 

I love you with my heart. 

Fra, Alas poor heart. 

Jac, And I am sorry ; but we’l talk of that 
Hereafter, if it please Heaven. 

Fra, Ev’n when you will Sir. 

Clor, He’s dismal drunk, would he were muzled. 
yac. You 

I take it are the next. 

Fra, Go to him fool. 

Chr, Not I, he will bite me. 
yac. When wit ? when ? 

Chr, Good Captain. 

yac. Nay, and you play bo-peep ; I’lc ha’ no mercy 
But catch as catch may. 

Fred, Nay, I’lc not defeud ye. 

Chr, Good Captain do not hurt me, I am sorry 
That e’rc I anger’d ye. 

yac. Fie tew you for’t 
By this hand wit, unless you^kiss discreetly. 

Chr, No more Sir. 

yac. Yes a little more sweet wit. 

One tast more o’ your office ; go thy wayes 
With thy small kettle Drums ; upon my conscience 
Thou art the best, that e’re man laid his leg o’er. 

M, Y, 
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CUr. He smells just like a Cellar, 

Fyc upon him. 

Jac. Sweet Lady now to you. 

Clor. For loves sake kiss him. 

Fred, I shall not keep my countenance. 

Fra, Trye pre’thce. * 

Jac, Pray be not coy sweet woman, for I’lc kiss ye, 
I am blunt ‘ 

But you must pardon me. 

Clor, O God, my sides. 

All, Ha, ha, ha, ha. 

Jac, Why ha, ha, ha ? why laugh ? 

Why all this noise sweet Ladyes ? 

Clor, Lusty Laurence^ 

See what a Gentlewoman you have saluted ; 

Pray God she prove not quick. 

Fred, Where were thine eyes 
To take me for a woman ? ha, ha, ha. 

Jac, Who art ’a, art ’a mortal ? 

Fred, I am Frederick, 

Jac, Then Frederick is an Asse, 

A scurvy Frederick to laugh at me. 

Fra, Sweet Captain. 

Jai, Away woman ; 

Go stitch and serve, [God,] I despise thee woman, 

And Frederick shall be beaten ; ’Sfut ye Rogue 
Have you none else to make your puppies of, but me ? 

Fred, I prc’thee be more patient 
There’s no hurt done. 

Jac, ’Sfiit but there shall be, Scab. 

Clor, Help, help for loves ^akc. 

Fra, Who’s within there? 

Fred, So now you have made a fair hand. 

Jac, Why? 

Fred, You have kill’d mc-L. [Fall m 

Clor, Call in some Officers, and stay the Captain* 
Jac, You shall not need. 

Clor, This is your drunkenness. 

Fra, O me, unhappy' Brother, Frederick^ 

Look but upon me, do not part so from me, 
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Sil bint a little higher, he is deed. 

Ckra^ O villam, villain. 

Enter FabritiO) and Servants. 

Fak How now what’s the matter? 

Fra* O Sir my Brother ! O my dearest Brother ! 

Ckr. This drunken trowgh has kill’d him, 

F&k Kill’d him ? t 
Cbr. Yes. 

For Heavens sake hang him quickly, he will do 
Ev’ry day such a murder else, there is nothing • 

But a strong Gallows that can make him quiet, 

I finde it in his nature too late. 

Fak Pray be quiet, 

Let me come to him. 

CUr» Some go for a Surgeon. 

Fra* O what a wretched woman has he made me ! 

Let me alone good Sir. 

Fak To what a fortune, 

Hast thou reserv’d thy life ! 

Ja* Fabrkto, 

Fak Never entreat me, for I will not know thee, 

Nor utter one word for thee, unless it be 
To have thee hang’d ; for Heaven sake be more temperate. 
I have a sword still, and I am a villain. 

CUr. esfr. Hold, hold, hold. 

Jac. Ha ? 

Cbr. Away with him for Heavens sake 
He’s too desperate for our enduring. 

Fak Come, you shall sleep, come strive not 
rie have it so, here take him to his lodging, and 
Sec him laid ^fore you pah. [Exeunt Jac. with Sen 

Serv. We will oir. 

Fm/. Ne’rc wonder, I am living yet, and well, 

I thank you Sister for your* grief, pray keep it 
TiQ I am fitter for it, 

Fak Do you live Sir? 

Fred. Yes,%ut ’twas time to counterfeit, he was grown 
To such a madness in his wine. 

F#* Twas well Sir, 
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You had that good respcd unto his temper, 

That no worse followM. (perish’d. 

Fred. If I had stood him, certain one of us must have 
How now Frank ? 

F)a. Beshrew my heart I tremble like an aspin. 

Clor, Let him come here no more for Heavens sake 
Unless he be in chains. 

Fra. I would fain see him , 

After he has slept, Fabritio^ but to try 

How he will be ; chide him, and bring him back. 

Clor. « You’l never leave till you be worried with him. 
Fra. Come Brother, we’l walk in, and laugh a little 
To get this Fever off me. 

Clor. Hang him squib. 

Now could I grind him into priming powder. 

Fra. Pray will you leave your fooling ? 

Fab. Come, all friends. 

Fra. Thou art enough to make an age of men so, 
Thou art so cross and peevish. 

Fab. I will chide him. 

And if he be not graceless, make him cry for’t. 

Clor. I would go a mile (to see him cry) in slippers 
He would look so like a whey cheese. 

Fra. Would we might see him once more. 

Fab. If you dare 

Venture a second tryal of his temper 
I make no doubt to bring him. 

Clor. No, good Frank^ 

Let him alone, I see his vein lyes only 
For falling out at Wakes and Bear-baitings, 

That may express him sturdy. 

Fab. Now indeed ‘ 

You are too sharp sweet Sister, for unless 
It be this sin, which is enough to drown him, 

I mean this sowrncss, he’s as brave a fellow, 

As forward, and as understanding else 
As any he that lives. 

Fra. I do believe you, 

And good Sir when you seq him, if we have 
Distasted his opinion any way, 
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Make pe^ce again. 

Fak, I wSl : ric leave ye Ladies. 

Cbr, Take heed you had best, h’as sworn to pay you else. 
Fak I warrant you, I have been often threatned. (acb, 
Chr, When he comes next. Fie have the cough or tooth- 
Or something that shall make me keep my chamber, 

I love him so well. 

Fra, Would you would keep your tongue. [Exmni. 

SCENE IV. 

Enter Angelo. 

Ang, I cannot keep from this ungodly woman, 

This Lelicy whom I know too, yet am caught. 

Her looks are nothing like her ; would her faults 
Were all in Paris print upon her face, 

Cum Prtvilegio^ to use ’em still, 

I would write an Epistle before it, on the inside of her masque 
And dedicate it to the whore of Babylon^ with a preface upon 
Her nose to the gentle Reader ; and they should be to be sold 
At the sign of the whores head I’th’ pottage pot, in what 
Street you please. But all this helps not me ; — I 
Am made to be thus catch’d, past any redress, with a thing 
I contemn too. 

I have read EpiSfetus twice over against the 
Desire of these outward things, and still her face runs in 
My mind, I went to say my prayers, and they were 
So laid out o*th’ way, that if I could find any prayers I 
Had, Fm no Christian, 

This is the door, and the short 

Is, I must sec her again. — [Hi kmcks. 

Enter Maid. 

Maid. Who’s there ? « 

Ang, ’Tis I, I would speak with your Mistriss. 

Maid. Did she send for you ? 

Ang. No, what then f I would sec her, prethee by thy leave. 
Maid. Not by my leave ; for she will not sec you, but 
dotli hate you, and (so proper 

Your friend, and doth wish you both hang’d, which being 
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Men, is great pity, that you arc not. 

How’s this ? (perswaded ytmr 

MaiJ. For your sweet self in particular, who she resolves 
Friend to negledf her, she deemeth whip-cord the most 
Convenient undlion for your back and shoulders. 

Let me in, Tie satisfie her. (my speeches, 

Ma. And if it shall happen that you are in doubt of these 
Insomuch that you shall spend more time in arguing at the 
Door, I am fully perswaded that my Mistris in person from 
Above, will utter her mind more at large by way of 
Urine upon your head, that it may sink the more soundly 
Into your understanding faculties. 

Ang. This IS the strangest thing, good pretty soul, why 
dost thou use me so ? 

I pray thee let me m sweet-heart. 

Maid. Indeed I cannot sweet-heart. (not become thee. 
Ang. Thou art a handsom one, and this crosseness do’s 
Maid. Alas I cannot help it. (said I lik’d thee of 

Ang. Especially to me ; thou knowst when I was hew^ 
All thy Mistnss Servants. (pfdss 

Maid. So did I you, though it be not my fortune to me- 
lt at this present : for truly if you would cry, I cannot 
Let you in. (you 

Ang. Pox on her, I must go the down-right way: look 
Here is ten pound for you, let me speak with her. 

Maid. 1 like your gold well, but it is a thing by heaven 
I cannot do, she (afiaiis. 

Will not speak with you, especially at this time, she has 
Ang. This makes her leave her jesting yet, but take it 
And let me see her, bring me to a place 
Where undiscerned of her self I may 
Feed my desiring eyes but half an hour. 

Matd. Why faith I think 1 can, and I will stretch my WtH 
And body too for gold : if you will swear as you 
Arc gentle, not to stir, or speak, where you shall 
Sec or hear, now, or hereafter : give me your gold, Pic plaiit 
An^. Why, as 1 am a Gentleman, I will not. 

Maid, Enough, quick, follow me. 

[£jr. Angelo, oW JfotA 
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Entif SiTvant * 

$. Why where’s this maid, she has much cam of her buiioess, 
I thiiik she be sunk ; — why Nell — whicw — {Nill ? 

Maid within. What’s the matter ? 

Enter Maid, 

Sir. I pray you heartily, come away, oh, come, come, the 
• (Gentleman 

My Mistris invited, is coming down the street, and the banquet 
Not yet brought out ? — [T^hey bring in the Banquet. 

LeL within, Nell, Sirrah. * 

Maid, I come forsooth. (in hand, my 

Sir, Now must I walk : when there’s any fleshly matters 
Mistris sends me of a four hours errand : but if I go not 
About mine own bodily business as well as she, I am a Turk. 

[Exit Servant. 

Enter Father. 

Fa. What, all wide open ? ’Tis the way to sin 
Doubtless ; but I must on j the gates of Hell 
Are not more passable than these ; how they 
Will be to get out, God knows, I must try. 

’Tis very strange, if there be any life 
Within this house, would it would shew it self. 

What’s here ? a Banquet ? and no mouth to eat, 

Or bid me do it ? this is something like 
The entertainment of adventurous Knights 
Entring enchanted Castles: For the manner 
Though there be nothing dismal to be seen 
Amaaes me a little \ what is meant 
By this strange invitation ? I will sound 
My Daughters meaning ^re 1 speak to her, 

If it be pc^ible, for by my voyce — [Mmique, 

She will discover me ! hark, whence is this. 

tKc song. 

C Om hither you that lovoy and hear me sing 
of joyes sull growing 

Green^ frethy and hestyy as ,the pride of Springy 
and ever blowing. 
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Cme hither you^s that hlushy and dare not know 
what is desircy 

And old men worse than yoUy that cannot blow 
one spark of fire. 

And with the power of my enchanting Songy 

Boyes shall he able meny and old men young. 

Enter Angelo^ above. 

Come hither you that hopCy and you that cryy 
leave off complainingy 

Youth y strength y and heautyy that shall never dyey 
are here remaining. 

Come hither foolsy and hlushy you stay so long 
from being blest y 

And mad men worse than yoUy that suffer wrongy 
Yet seek no rest. 

And in an houry with my enchanting Songy 

You shall be ever pleas^dy and young maids long. 

Enter Lelia, and her Maid with a Nightgown and Slippers, 

Lei, Sir you are welcom hither, as this kiss 
Given with a larger freedom than the use 
Of strangers will admit, shall witness to you. 

Put the gown on him, in this chair sit down ; 

Give him his slippers : be not so amaz’d, 

Here’s to your health, and you shall feel this wine 
Stir lively in me, in the dead of night. 

Give him some wine \ fall to your banquet Sir, 

And let us grow in mirth ; though I am set 
Now thus far off you, yet four glasses hence 
I will sit here, 

And try, till both our bloods 

Shoot up and down to find a passage out, 

Then mouth to mouth will we walk up to bed, 

And undress one another as we go; 

Where both my treasure, body, and my soul 
Are your’s to be dispos’d of. 

Fa, Umh, umh . — Makes signs of his white head ^ Tbyard* 

Lei, You arc old, , 

Is that your meaning ? why, you are to me 
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Tlic greater novelty, all our fresh youth 
Are iiily offered me, though you perform 
As you think little, yet you satisfie 
My appetite : from your experience 
^I%may learn something in the way of lust 
I may be better for. But I can teach 
These j^oung ones ; 

But this day I did refuse 
A paire of ’em, Julio^ and Angth^ 

And told them they were as they were ^ 

Raw fools and whelps. An^. makes Jiseontented ngm, 
Matd, Pray God he speak not. ** J laiei her finger crass 
LeL Why speak you not sweet sir ? to him. 

Path* Umh. — his earSy shews he is troubled with 

LeL Peace there, that musique, now Sir speak {the Mustek. 
To me. 

Path. Umh. — Points at the Maid. 

LeL Why ^ would you have her gone ? you need not keep 
Your freedom in for^ herj she knows my life 
That she might write ft; 

Think she is a stone. 

She is a kind of bawdy Confessor, 

And will not utter secrets. 

Path. Umh. — [Points at her again. 

LeL Be gone then, since he needs will have it so, 

’Tis all one. [Exit Maid. — Path, locks the door. 

Is all now as you would ? come meet me then, 

And bring a thousand kisses on thy lips. 

And I will rob thee of ’em, and yet leave 
Thy lips as wealthy as they were before. 

Path. Yes, all is as I would but thou. 

LeL By Heaven ’tis my Father. — Starts. 

Path. And I do beseech thee 
Leave these unheard of lusts^ which worse become thee, 
Than mocking of thy Father; let thine eyes 
RefieA upon thy soul, and there behold 
How loathed black it is ; and whereas now 
Thy &ce is heavenly fair, but thy mind foul, 

Go but into thy Closet, and theft cry 

Till thou hast spoil’d that hufe, and thou shalt find 
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How excellent a change thou wilt have made 
For inward beauty. 

Lei, Though I know him now 
To be my Father, never let me live 
If my lust do abate, 

Fie take upon me 

To have known him all this while. 

Path, Look, dost thou know me ? 

Lei, I knew ye Sir before. 

Fat^, What didst thou do ? 

Lei, Knew you, and so unmov’dly have you bom 
All the sad crosses that I laid upon you. 

With such a noble temper, which indeed 
I purposely cast on you, to discern 
Your carriage in calamity, and you 
Have undergone ’em with that brave contempt, 

That I have turn’d the reverence of a child 
Into the hot aflFedtion of a Lover. 

Nor can there on the earth be found but yours 
A spirit fit to meet with mine. 

Path, A woman ? thou art not sure. 

Lei, Look and believe. 

Path, Thou art 

Something created to succeed the Devil 
When he grows weary of his envious course. 

And compassing the World ; but I believe thee 
Thou didst but mean to try my patience. 

And dost so still ; but better be advis’d. 

And make thy tryal with some other things, 

That safelier will admit a dalliance ; 

And if It should be earnest, understand 
How curst thou art, so far from Heaven, 

That thou believ’st it not enough to damn alont, 

Or with a stranger, but wouldst heap all sins 
Unnatural upon this aged head. 

And draw thy Father to thy Bed, and Hdl. 

LiL You arc deceiv’d. Sir, ’tis not against nature 
For us to lye together j if you have 
An Arrow of the same Tree with your Bow, 

Is*t more unnatural to shoot it there 
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Tii»t in another i ’Tis our general nature 
To procreate, as fire is to consume, 

And it will trouble you to find a stick 
The fire will turn from ; IPt be Natures will 
shquld not mix, she will discover to us 
Some most apparent crossness, as our organs 
Will not be fit; which, if^we do perceive, 

Wc’ll leave, and think it is her pleasure 
That we should deal with others. 

Fatb* The doors are fast, thou shalt not say a fraycr, 
’Tis not Heavens will thou shouldst ; when this is done 
ni kill my self, that never man may tell me 
I got thee. 

l^Fath€r draws his Swordy Angelo discovers himself, 

LiL I pray you, Sir, help her, for Heavens sake. Sir. 

Ang, Hola, Reverend Sir, for honour of your Age. 

Fath, Who’s that ? 

Ang^ For safety of your Soul, and of the Soul 
Of that too-wicked woman yet to dye. 

Faih. What art thou ? and how cam’st thou to that place ? 

Ang, I am a man so strangely hither come, 

That I have broke an Oath in speaking this, 

But I believe ’twas better broke than kept, 

And I desire your patience ; let me in, 

And I protest I will not hinder you 
In any aft you wish, more than by word, 

If so 1 can perswade you, that 1 will not 
Use violence, I’ll throw my Sword down to you ; 

This house holds none but I, only a maid 
Whom I will lock fast in as I come down. 

Path, I do not know thee, but thy tongue doth seem 
To be acquainted with the truth so well, 
fTiat I will let thee in ; throw down thy Sword. 

^ Am* There 'tis, , 

^ ^ Ld^ How came he there? I am betray’d to shame, 

^ The of sudden death struck me all over 
So liekntiy, that I scarce have breath 

[He lets in Angelo, and locks the Door, 
i To yet ; but I have it in*my hessd, 

, %ld om it sbdl, that (Father) may perhaps 
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OV-rcach you yet. 

Enter Father^ and Angelo. 

Path, Come, Sir, what is’t you say ? 

LeL My Angelo^ by all the joys of love, 

Thou art as welcome as these pliant arms 

Twin’d round, and fast about t)iee, can pcrswadc thee. 

Ang, Away. 

LeL I was in such a fright before thou cam’st, 
Yond*,old mad fellow (it will make thee laugh, 

Though It feared me) has talkt so wildly here — 

Sirrah, he rush’d in at my doors, and swore 
He was my Father, and I think believ’d it ; 

But that he had a Sword, and threatncd me — 
r faith he was good sport, good, thrust him out. 

That thou and I may kiss together ; wilt thou ? 

Path, Are you her Champion ? and with these fair words 
Got in to rescue her from me ^ \Pfferi to hin at kirn. 

Ang, Hold, Sir, 

I swear I do not harbour such a thought, 

I speak It not, for that you have two Swords, 

But for *tis truth. 

LeL T wo Swords, my Angelo ? 

Think this, that thou hast two young brawny arms 
And ne’r a Sword, and he has two good Swords, 

And ne’r an arm to use ’em ; rush upon him, 

I could have beaten him with this weak Body, 

If I had had the spirit of a man. 

Ang, Stand from me, and leave talking, or, by Hettmi| 
I’ll trample thy last damning word out of thee. 

Path. Why do you hinder *tnc then ? stand 
And I will rid her quickly. 

LiL Would I were 

Clear of this business, yet I cannot pray. 

Ang, Oh, be advis'd, why you were better kiU tar 
If she were good, convey her from this place, 

Where none but you, and such as you appoint^ 

May visit her j wtarc, Ict^ her hear of nought 
But death and daftihing, which she hath deser/d, 

Till she be truly, justly sorrowful, 
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then hy mercy to her, who does know 
Btit she mend? 

Faik But whither should I bear her ? 

Jftg. To my house, 

*Tis large, and private, I will lend it jrou. 

^ I thank you. Sir, and happily it fits 

With some design I have : but how shall we 
Convey her? ^ 

LiL Will they carry me away ? 

Fatk For she will scratch and kick, and scream so loud 
That people will be drawn to rescue her. • 

Jng. Why ? none can hear her here but her own maid. 
Who is as fast as she. 

Fatk But in the street ? 

jfng. Why, we will take ’em both into the Kitchen, 
There bind *em, and then gag ’em, and then throw ’em 
Into a Coach I’ll bring to the back-door, 

And hurry ’em away. 

Fatk It shall be so, 

I owe you much for this, and I may pay you. 

There is your Sword, lay hold upon her quickly, 

This way with me, thou disobedient Child, 

Why does thy stubborn heart beat at thy breast ? 

Let it be still, for I will have it search’d 
Till I have found a Well of living tears 
Within it, that shall spring out of thine eyes. 

And Sow all o’r thy Body foul’d with sin. 

Till it have wash’d it quite without a stain. [They drag her. 
LiL Help, help, ah ! ah ! 

'Alurther^ I shall be murthcred, I shall be murthered. 

„ Fatk This helps thee not. 

. Ll/* Basely murthered, basely. 

^ F0tk I warrant you. [Exeunt. 

ASius Quintus^ Scena Prime. 

Enter Lodowick, and Piso. 

JW*, roguey Captain has made fine work with us. 

, " A Fit. 1 would the Devil in a storm would carry 

Home 10 Im Garrison again ; 1 a&c all over, (him 
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That I am sure of; certainly my Body 
Is of a wild-firc, for my head rings backward^ 

Or else I have a morise in my brains. 

Lod, ril deal no more with Souldiers; well remembred^ 
Did not the Vision promise to appear 
About this time again ? 

Pis, Yes, here he comes; 

He’s just on’s word. r 

Enter Father. 

Fai(o. O, they be here together, 

She’s penitent, and by my troth I stagger 
Whether (as now she is) either of these 
Two fools be worthy of her ; yet because 
Her youth is prone to fall again, ungovern’d, 

And marriage now may stay her, one of ’em ; 

And PisOy since I understand him abler, 

Shall be the man ; the other bear the charges, 

And willingly, as I will handle it. 

I have a Ring here, which he shall believe 
Is sent him from a woman I have thought of ; 

But c’re I leave it, Fll have one of his 
In pawn worth two on’t ; for I will not lose 
By such a mess of sugar-sops as this is : 

I am too old. 

Lod, It moves again, let’s meet it. 

Fath, Now if I be not out, we shall have fine sport, 

I am glad I have met you. Sir, so happily, 

You do remember me I am sure. 

Lod, I do. Sir. 

Pis, This is a short pra;ludium to a challenge* 

Fa, I have a message. Sir,*' that much concerns 
And for your special good ; nay, you may hear too. ^ 

Pis, \Vhat should this fellow mean } 

Fath, There is a Lady, * 

(How the poor thing begins to warm already) 

Come to this town, (as yet a stranger here, Sir) 

Fair, young, and rich, both in possessions, 

And all the graces that make up a Woman, 

A Widow, and a vertuons it works, 
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lie no broth upon’t. 

Lml. Wh«t of her, Sir? 

Fatk No more but this; she loves you. 

Loves me? 

^ ^ Faik Yes, 

And wkba strong afii^ion, but a fair one, (matter. 

If ye be wise ana thankful ye are made ; there^s the whole 
Xm/. I am sure I hear* this. 

Fatk Here is a Ring, Sir, of no little value; 

Which after she had seen you at a window, 

She bad me haste, and give it, when she blush’d • 

Like a blown Rose. 

ZW. But pray, Sir, by your leave — 

Methiiiks your years should promise no ill meaning. 

Fatk I am no Bawd, nor Cheater, nor a Courser 
Of broken-winded women ; if you fear me, 
ril take my leave, and let my Lady use 
A fellow of more form; an honester 
I am sure she cannot. 

Lod, Stay, you have confirm’d me, 

Yet let me feel ; you are in health ? 

Fatk I hope so, 

My water*s well enough, and my pulse. 

Lad. Then 

All may be excellent ; pray pardon me. 

For I am like a Boy that had found money. 

Afraid I dream still. 

Pix, Sir, what kind of woman ? 

Of what proportion is your Lady ? 

Lad* X. 

Fatk I’ll tell you presently her very Pifture, 

Do you know a woman in \his town they call 
(Sta^ yes, it is so) Lelia I 
Pm. Not by sight. 

Fatk Nor you, Sir ? • 

Lad. Neither. 

Fa^. These are precious Rogues 
To leD upon a woman they nc’xr saw ; 

^So tlM&jr would use their Kindred, 

Fki Wc have heard though 
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She is very feir and goodly. 

Path. Such another, 

Tust of the same Complexion, making, speech, 

But a tho^ht sweeter is my Lady. 

Lod, Then 

She must be excellent indeed. 

Path, Indeed she is, 

And you will find it so ; you dq believe me ? 

Lod, Yes marry do I, and I am so alter’d — 

Path, Your happiness will alter any man : 

Do not «,delay the time, Sir ; at a house 
Where Don Valasco lay, the Spanish Seignior 
(Which now is Seignior Angelo's) she is. 

Lod, I know it. 

\^Fath,'\ But before you shew your self. 

Let It be night by all means, willingly 
By day she would not have such Gallants seen 
Repair unto her, ’tis her modesty. 

Lod, ril go and fit my self. 

Path, Do, and be sure 
You send provision in, in full abundance, 

Fit for the Marriage ; for this night I know 
She will be yours. Sir, have you never a token 
Of worth to send her back again ? you must. 

She will expedt it. 

Lod, Yes, pray give her this. 

And with It all I have ; I am made for ever. [Mxit Lod. 

Pis, Well, thou hast fools luck ; should 1 live as long 
As an old Oak, and say my prayers hourly, 

I should not be the better of a penny ; 

I think the Devil be my ghostly father ; 

Upon my conscience I am full as handsome, 

I am sure I have more wit, and more performance. 

Which is a pretty matter. 

Path, Do you think, Sir, « 

That your friend. Seignior Piw, will be constant 
Unto my Lady ? you should know him well. 

Piso, Who ? Seignior Piso ? 

Path, Yes, the &ntlepan. 

Piso, Why, you arc wide, Sir. 
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Is not his name Pm i 
Pirn. Nov mine is Pm. 

Fatk How ? 

Pm, *Tis indeed. Sir, 

And his is Ladowick, 

* Fatiim^ Then I am undone. Sir, 

For I was sent at first to Piso ; what a Rascal 
Was I, so ignorantly to mistake you i 
Pise, Peace, 

There is no harm done yet. 

Fatk Now *tis too late, 

I know my erruur ; 

At turning of a Street, 

For you were then upon the right hand of him. 

You chang’d your places suddenly ; where I 
(Like a cross block-head) lost my memory ; 

What shall I do ? my Lady utterly 
Will put me from her favour. 

Pisff, Never fear it. 

I’ll be thy guard I warrant thee ; O, O, 

Am I at length reputed ? for the Rmg, 

I’ll fetch it back with a light vengeance from him j 
H’ad better keep tame Devils than that Ring ; 

Art thou not Steward? 

Fatk No. 

Pis, Thou shalt be shortly. 

Fatk Lord, how he takes it ! 

Pisa, ni go shift me streight ; 

Art t’ sure fit J was to Pisaf 
Fatk U, too sure, Sir. 

Pisa, I’ll mount thee if 1 live for’t. 

Give me patience, heav’n, to bear this blessing I beseech thee; 
I am but man, I prithee break my head 
To make me undmtand I am sensible. 

Fatk Lend me your Dagger, and I will, Sir. 

Pisa, No. 

1 believe now like a good Christian. 

Fatk Good Sir, make hast; I dare not go without ye 
Since I have so mis^en. 

Pisa, *Tis no matter, 

A-f. V. 


V 
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Meet me within this half hour at St. Marf*reis, 

Well, go thy ways, old Lad, thou hast the trick on't. 

[E^t Piso. 

Enter Angelo, and Julio. 

Ang, How now ? the news ? 

Path, Well, passing well, I have ’em, 

Both in a leash, and made right for my purpose. 

JuL I am glad on’t, I must leave you. 

Ang, Whither man ? 

Juft If all go right I may be fast enough too. 

Ang, I cry you mercy, Sir, I know your meaning, 
Clora\ the woman, she’s FranPs Bedfellow, 

Commend me to ’em, go, Ju/ioy 

Bring ’em to supper all, to grace this matter ; 

Th^ will serve for witnesses. 
juL I will, farewel. 

[Exit Julio at one door^ and Ang. and Path, at another* 

SCENE II. 

Enter Clora, Frank, and Frederick, and Maid* 

Fred* Sister, I brought you Jacomo to the door, 

He has forgot all that he said last night ; 

And shame of that makes him [more] loth to come, 

I left Fabricio perswading him, but ’tis in vain. 

Fran* Alas, my fortune, Clora* 

Ckr* Now Franky sec what a kind of man you love, 
That loves you when he’s drunk. 

Fran* If so, 

’Faith, I would marry him ; my friends I hope 
Would make him drink. (humours then, 

Ckr* ’Tis well consider’d, Franks he such pectty 
Besides, being a Souldier, ’tis better he should love 
You when he’s drunk, than when he’s Sober, for then he 
Will be sure to love you the greatest part on’s life. 

Fran, And were not I a happy woman then^ 

Ckr* That ever was born, Franks i’ faith-^ 

Fred. How now, what says he? 
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Enter Fabricio. 

(and Ball 

Fai* ’Faith, you may as well ’ticc a Dog up with a Whip 
At him, by telling him of Love and Women, he swears 
They mock hini% 

FredT'^hook how my Sister weeps. 

Fak* Why, who can hdp it ? 

Fred. Yes, you may safely swear she loves him. 

Fak Why, so I did ; and may do all the oaths, 
Arithmetick can make, e’re he believe me ; • 

And since he was last drunk, he is more jealous 
They would abuse him j if we could perswadc him 
She lov’d, he would embrace it. 

Fred. She her self 

Shall bate so much of her own modesty 
To swear it to him, with such tears as now 
You see rain from her. 

Fak 1 believe ’twould work. 

But would you have her do’t i’th’ open street ? 

Or if you would, he’ll run away from her, 

How shall we get him hither? 

Fred. By entreaty. 

Fak ’Tis most impossible, no, if we could 
Anger him hither, as there is no way 
But that to bring him, and then hold him fast, 

Women, and men, whilst she delivers to him the truth 
Seal’d with her tears, he would be plain 
As a pleas’d Child ; he walks below for me 
Ufl4iur the window. 

Cbr. We’ll anger him I warrant ye, 

Let one of the maids take a good Bowl of water, 

Or say it be a piss-pot, and pour’t on’s head. 

Fak Content, hang me if I like not the cast of it rarely, 

• (for no question 

II IS an approv’d Receipt to fetch such a fellow j (one, 
Take all women-kind in this house, betwixt the Age of 
Amt one hundred, and let them uke unto them a pot or a 
ISkvid crnitatning seven quarts or upwards, and let them 
Mtvar leave, till the above named 

m Bowl become fiill, 'thcn let one of them stretch out 
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Her Arm, and pour it on his head, and probatum tr/, it 
Will fetch him, for in his anger he will run up, and then let 
Us alone. 

Clor, Go you and do it. [Exit Moii. 

Fran, Good Clora^ no. (that 

Clor, Away I say, & do it, never fear, we havc^ough of 
Water ready distill’d. 

Fran, Why, this will make him mad, Fabricioy 
He’ll neither love me drunk nor sober now. 

Fa^, I warrant you ; what, is the wench come up ? 

Enter Wench, 

Clor, Art thou there, wench ? 

Wench, I. 

Fab, Look out then if thou canst see him. (could not 
Wench, Yes, I see him, and by troth he stands so hit I 
Hold were he my Father, his hat’s on too, and he’s scratching 
His head. 

Fab, O, wash that hand I prithee. (thrown thee 

Wench, ’Send thee good luck, this the second time I have 
Out to day, ha, ha, ha, just on’s head. 

Fran, Alas ! 

Fab, What does he now ? (Street windowt* 

Wench, He gathers stones, God’s light, he bre^ aU tlie 
Jac, Whores, Bawds, your windows, your wihdoM. 
Wench, Now he is breaking all the low windows widl 
His Sword, (him, 

Excellent sport, now he’s beating a fellow that laugh’d at 
Truly the man takes it patiently; now he goes down the Ifreet 
Gravely, looking on each side, there’s not one more dare laugh. 
Fran, Does he go on ? « 

Wench, Yes. 

Fran, Fabricie^ you have undone a Maid 

.. [Frank knab^ 

By treachery ; know you some other better, ^ 

You would prefer your friend to ? if you do nc^ 

Bring him again, I have no other hope, 

But you that made me lose hope, if you fill me, 

I ne’r shall see him, but shall languish out 
A discontented life, and dye contemn’d. 
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This vdtes me, I pray you be more patient| 

[Lifit her ufi. 

If I have any truth, let what will happen, 
m bring him presently, do ye all stand 

the, Street door, the maids, and all, to watch 
"When l^mc back, and have some private place 
To shuffle me into ; for he shall follow 
In fuiy, but I know I can out-run him 
As he comes in, clap all fast hold on him ; 

And use your own discretions. 

Fnd. We will do it. 

Fah, But suddenly, for I will bring him hither 
With that unstopt speed, that he shall run over 
All that’s in’s way ; and though my life be ventur’d 
*Tis no great matter, I will do’t. 

Fran, I thank you. 

Worthy Fabrido, \^Exeunt, 


Sc.in 


Fab. 


\ 




SCENE III. 

Enter Jacomo. 

Jac* I ever knew no woman could abide me, 

But am I grown so contemptible, by being once drunk 
Amongst ’em, that they begin to throw piss on my head ? 
For surely it was piss, huh, huh. [sem to smelL 

Enter Fabritio. 

, Fab, yacomoj how do’st thou ? 

? a£. Well, something troubled with waterish humours. 
ab, Foh, how thou stinl^’st ! pre’thee stand further off me^ 
Me thinks these humours become thee better than thy dry 
Cholerick humours, or thy winc-wet humours ; ha ? 

Jac, You’re pleasant, bu^ Fabritio know I am not in the 
SuTOfing jests. (mood of 

Fab, If you be not i’th’ mood I hope you will not be moody, 
But truly I cannot blame the Gentlewomen, you stood evefr- 
Uiider tneir window, and would not come up. (dropping « 
Sir, I susp^ now, by your idle talk 
Your hand was in’t, which if i once believe, 
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Be sure you shall account to me. (yoi alimdyi 

Fab, The Gentlewomen and the Maids have counts to 
The next turn I see is mine. ' v/ 

Jac. Let me dye but this is very strange ; good 
Do not provoke me so. (tb^ re*s <llo 

Fab. Provoke you ? you’re grown the strangdifrellow ; 
Keeping company with you, phish ; take you that* 

O all the Devils ! stand Slave. 

Follow me if thou darst. ]hsm. and kts 7»ay. wMitt 

1 Jaco. draws hss Sw^m. 

Stay coward, stay. — Jac. runs after Fabricio, 


cping 

lac. 

Fab. 

Jac. 


SCENE IV. 

Enter Fred. Fra. Clora, and Servant y and Maid. 

Clora. Be ready for I see Fabritio running, 

And Jatomo behind him. 

Enter Fabritio. 

Fab. Where’s the place ? 

Fred. That way Fabritio, [Exit Fabritio. 

Enter Jacomo. 

Jac. Where art thou treacher, <Fmi. Ck)r. and Maidy 
What IS the matter Sirs ? \koid on Jacoil|^ 

Why do you hold me ? I am basely wrong’d, 

Torture, and hell be with you ; let me go. ttbey drag torn u 
Fre. Good Jac. be patient, and but hear \a chair and 
What I can say, you know I am your friend, 

If you yet doubt it, by my soul I am. 

Jac. S’death stand away ; . 

I would my breath were poyson. 

Fred. As I have life, that which was thrown on you, 
And this now done, were but to draw you hither 
For causes weighty, that concern your self, 

Void of all malice, which this Maid my Sister 
Shall tell you. 

Jac* ruh, a pox upon you all; you will not hoM sn^ 
For ever here, and till you let me go, 
ric talk no more. 
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As fou’re a Gentleman 
Let not this bmdness make me be believM 
To be immodest ; if there were a way 
Itbft flippy to be acquainted with you, 

knows, that I would choose, but as it is 
Take plainness : I do love you more 
Than you do your content, if you refuse 
To pity me, Fie never ce^fte to weep, 

And when mine eyes be out I will be told 
How fast the tears I shed for you do fall, 

And if they do not flow abundantly, 

rie fetch a sigh shall make *em start, and leap, 

As if the fire were under. 

Jac. Fine mocking, fine mocking. 

Fred. Mocking ? look how she weeps. 

** Jac. Do’s she counterfeit crying too ? 

rnd. Behold how the tears flow, or pity her 
Or never more be call’d a man. (sible think you, 

How’s this? soft you, soft you my Masters: is’t pos- 
She should be in earnest ? (sleeps, 

CA. Earnest ? I in earnest : she’s a fool to break so many 
’'That would have been sound ones, & venture such a fane, and 
ISo much life, for e’re an humorous asse I’th’ world. 

Fra^ Why Clora ? I have known you cry as much 
For that has not half his worth. 

All night you write and weep too much I fear, 

1 do but what I should. 

, Ckra. If I do write, 

I am answer’d Frank. 

Fran. I would 1 might be so. 

*fac* Good Frederick lej me go, I would fain try 
If that thif^ do not counterfeit. 

Fr 0 d. Give me your Sword then. 

? m. No, but take my v'ord, 
am man, 1 will not Kurt a creature 
Under this roof, before I have deliver’d 
My stlf, as I am now, into your hands, 

Of have your full consent. 

Fred* It is enough. 

y#* Gentlewoman, I pray you let me feel your face j I am an 
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Infidel, if she do not weep : Stay, whereas my handkerchief? 
I’lc wipe the old wet oflF, fresh tears come, pox on^t 
I am a handsom, gracious fellow amongst women, end (are 
Knew’t not Gentlewoman ; how should I know these tears 
For me? is not your Mother dead? • 

Fran, By heaven they are for you. •^morroir 

yac, ’Slight rie have my head curl’d, and powder’d tO 
By break of day ; if you love nfe, I pray you kiss me. 

For if I love you, it shall be such love, as I will not be 
Asham’d of, if this be a mock — [h'ssa. 

It is the heartiest, and the sweetest mock 
That e’re I tasted, mock me so again — [i/fr 

Fred, Fy Jacomo ? why do you let her kneel 
So long? 

7 ac, It’s true I had forgot it — [///ff her 

should have done this twelvc-moncth ; pray you rise* 
Frederick^ if I could all this while have been perswaded she could 
Have lov’d me, dost thou think I had not rather kiss her 
Than another should ? and yet you may gull me for ought 
I know, but if you do, hell take me if I do not cut 
All your throats sleeping. 

rred. Oh do not think of such a thing. 

Otherwise, if she be in earnest, the short is I and. 
Fran, Alas, I am. 

Jac, And I did not think it possible any woman 
Could have lik’d this face, it’s good for nothing, is’t? 

Clor, Yes It’s worth forty shillings to pawn, being lin*d 
Through with velvet. (almost quite 

Fran, ’Tis better than your yulio^s, 

Jac, Thou thinkest so, 

But otherwise, in faith it is nqt Frank — [whilst Jacomo is 

kissing Frank. 


Enter Fabritio. 

Fah, Hist Jacomo \ How do'st thou Boy? ha? 

Jac, Why very well, I thank you Sir. (sages 

Fab, Do’st thou perceive the reason of matters, and pas^ 
Yet Sirrah, or no? 

7er* ’Tis wondrous good Sir. (to some 

Fab, 1 have done simply for you, but now you are beaten 
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0ildels4f)ding, I pr^ you dally not with the Gentlewoniait 
But dllpatch your Matrimony, with all convenient speed. 
Fr^, He mves good counsel. 

And 1 will follow it. 

• And I you, prethee do not take it unkindly, 

For tru9 me I boxt thee for thy advancement, 

A foolish desire I had to joggle thee into preferment. 

Jac, I apprehend you oir, and if I can study out a course 
How a bastinadoing may any wayes raise your fortunes 
In the State, you shall be sure on’t. ^ 

Fab, Oh Sir keep your way, God send you much joy. 
Ckra, And me my JuHo, 

0 God I hear his voyce, now he is true, {out Fred. 

Have at a marriage Franky as soon as you — [^Exeunt all 

Enter a Messenger, 

Mess, Sir I would speak with you. 

Fred, What is your has[t]y business friend ? (Court. 
Mess, The Duke commands your present attendance at 
Fred, The cause ? 

Mess, I know not in particular ; but this 
Many are sent for more, about affairs 
Forraign I take it Sir. 

Fred, I will be there 

Within this hour, return my humble service. 

Mess, I will Sir. [Fxit Messenger, 

Fred, Farewel friend, what new’s with you f 

Enter a Servant, 

Ser, My Mistris would desire you Sir to follow 
With ait the hast you can,# she is gone to Church, 

To marry Captain Jacomoy and Ju/to 

To do as much for the young merry Gentlewoman, 

Fair Mistris CUra, ^ 

Fred, Juite marry Clera ( 

Thou art deceiv’d I warrant thee. 

Ser, No sure Sir, 

1 saw their lips as close upon the bargain 
At Cockles. 

Fred, Give ’em joy, I cannot now go. 
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The Duke hath sent for me in hast. (where they {jf#. 
Ser. This note Sir, when you are free, will briilg 
Fred, reads. You shall find us all at Signeur 
Where Pisoy and the worthy Lelia 
Of famous memory are to be married, 

And we not far behind. 

Would I had time 

To wonder at this last couple in* hell. 

Enter Messenger again, 

Mess\ You are staiM for Sir. 

Fred, I come, pray God the business 
Hold me not from this sport, I would not lose it. [Exeunt, 

SCENE V, 

Enter Father,^ Piso, Angelo, and Lelia. 

Ang, God give you joy, and make you live together 
A happy pair, 

Piso, I do not doubt we shall. 

There was never poor gentleman had such a sudden 
I could thrust my head betwixt two pales, and strip me ^ 

My old skin like a Snake : will the guests come thou laid^ 
Thou sentest for to solemnize the Nuptials ? 

Path, They will, I lookt for ’em e’rc this. 

Enter Julio, Jacomo, Fabritio, Frank, Clora. 

Jul, By your leave all. 

Fath, They’re here Sir. 

Jul, Especially fair Lady 
I a^ your pardon, to whose majriage-bed 
I wish all good success, I have here brought you 
Such guests as can discern your happiness, 

And b«t do know how to rcjoyce at it 5 
For such a fortune they themselves have run, 

The worthy Jacomo^ and his fair Bride, 

Noble Fabritio^ whom this age of peace 

Has not yet taught to love ought but the warrs, 

And his true friends, this Lady who is but 
A piece of me, [Exit Futht* 
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' 

'JUfM Sifi fou are welcom all, 

Alt tl|<y not Sir? (fodi 

Pi$9, Bring in some wine, some of the wine Ltdmick the 
Siait hither: who ever thou bid’st welcom shall find it. 

• Lilu An une[x]pe6led honour you have done 
To oul^too hasty wedding. 

yac. Faith Madam, our weddings were as hasty as yours, 
We arc glad to run up ariW down any whither, to see where 
We can get meat to our wedding. 

Piia. That Ledowtek hath provided too, good Assc. 

Ang. I thought you Julto would not thus have stollen a 
Without acquainting your friends. (marriage 

JuL Why I did give thee inklings. (c'rc almost 

Ang, If a marriage should be thus stubber’d up in a play, 
Any b^y had taken notice you were in love, the Spedlators 
Would take it to be but ridiculous. 

JuL This was the first, and I will never hide 
Another secret from you. 

Enter Father. 

Path. Sir, yonder’s your friend Lodowtek^ hide your self 
And ’twill be the best sport — 

P/itf. Gentlemen, I pray you take no notice, I’m here. 
The coxcomb Lodowick is coming m. 

Enter Lodowick. 

IW. Is that the Lady ? 

Path. That is my Lady. 

JM. As I live she’s a fair one ; what make all these here ? 

Path. O Lord Sir she is so pester’d — 

Pah. Now will the spqrt be, it runs right as Ju/t^ told us. 

ZW. Fair Lady health to you ; some words I have, that 
Require an utterance more private, 

Tim this place can afford^. 

LiL I’le call my husi)^and, 

AU business I hear with his ears now. 

Lad. Good Madam no, but I perceive your jest, 

You have no husband, I am the very man 
That walk’d the streets so comely. 

Are you so? 
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^CT V 

Lod. Yes faith, when Cupid first did prick youri heart. 

I am not cruel, but the love begun 
Fth* street Tie satisfie i’th’ chamber fully. 

Lei. To ask a Madman whether he be mad 
Were but an idle question, if you be, 

I do not speak to you, but if you be not 
Walk in the streets again, and there perhaps 
I may dote on you, here I not erfUure you, 

Lod. Good Madam stay, do not you know this Ring ? 
Lei. Yes It was mine, I sent it by my Man, 

To change and so he did, it has a blemish, 

And this he brought me for it ; did you change it ? 

Arc you a Goldsmith ? 

Lod. Sure the world is mad, 

Sirrah, did you not bring me this ring from your Lady ? 
Path. Yes surely Sir, did I, but your worship must ev’n 

(bear with me ; 

For there was a mistaking in it, and so, as I was 
Saying to your worship, my Lady is now married. 

Lod. Married ? to whom ^ 

Fa. To your worships friend Ptso. 

Lod. S’death to Ptso ^ 

PIso within, Ha, ha, ha. 

Ang. Yes Sir I can assure you she’s married to him, I saw’t 
With these gray eyes. 

Lod. Why what a Rogue art thou then ! thou hast made 
Me send in provision too. (in’s mouth. 

Fa. O a Gentleman should not have such foul words 
But your Worships provision could not have come in at a fitter 
Will it please you to tast any of your own wine? (time; 
It may be the Vintner has cozen’d you. 

Lod. Pox I am mad. 

Ang. You have always plots Sir, and see how they fall out. 
Jac. You had a plot upon mie, how do you like this? 
%od. I do not speak to you. 

Fah. Because you dare not. (this Ring. 

Lod. But I will have one of that old Rogues teeth set in 
Fat. Do’st not thou know that I can beat thee? 

Dost thou know it now ? (discover % himse^.) 

Lod. He beat me once indeed. 
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Sc* V*' 

• s 

And if fou have forgot it, I can call a witntiSSi 
Ccone forth Piso — remember you it f 

Pm. Faith I do call to mindc such a matter. 

Fa#. And if I cannot still do*t, you arc young 
^d will assist your Father in law. 

Pho^ My Father in law ? 

Ang. Your Father m law, as sure as this is widow Lilia. 

Piso. How widow LtUa ? 

Fat. r fiiith *tis she, Son. 

LfoL Ha, ha, ha, let my provision go, I am glad I 
Have mist the woman. • 

Piso. Have you put a whore upon me f 

Lei. By heaven you do me wrong, I have a heart 
As pure as any womans, and I mean 
To keep it so for ever. 

Fa. There is no staiting now, Son, if you offer't 
I can compel you, her estate is great. 

But all made oVe to me, before this match, 

Yet if you use her kindly, as I swear 
I think she will deserve, you shall enjoy it 
During your life, all save some slender piece 
I will reserve for my own maintenance. 

And if God bless you with a child by her, 

It shall have all. 

Piso. So I may have the means, 

I do not much care what the woman is : 

Come my sweet heart, as long as I shall find 
Thy kisses sweet, and thy means plentifull. 

Let people talk their tongues out. 

LeL They may talk 
Of what is past, but all that is to come 
Shall be without occasions. 

Shall we not make Ptsoy and Lodowick friends? 

Jac. Hang 'em they dare not be Enemies, or if they be, 
The danger is not great,* welcom Frederick. 

Enter Frederick. 

Fnd. First joy unto you all ; and next 1 think 
We shall have wars. 

Jac. Give me some wine, I'lc drink to that. 

w 
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Fab. ric pledge. 

Fran. But I shall lose you then. (a Souldier. 

Jac. Not a whit wench ; Pie teach thee presently to be 

Fred. Fabritio^s command, and yours are both rttS^tor’d. 

Jac. Bring me four glasses then. 

Fab. Where are they ? 

Jng. You shall not drink ’em here, 'tis supper time, 
And from my house no creature here shall stir 
These three dayes, mirth shall flow as well as wine. 

Fa. Content, within Pie tell you more at large 
How much I am bound to all, but most to you, 

Whose undeserved liberality 
Must not escape thus unrequited. 

Jac. ’Tis happiness to me, I did so well : 

Of every noble aftion, the intent 

Is to give worth reward, vice, punishment. 

[Exeunt Om. 


Prologue. 

T O please you with this Plajy we fear will be 
(So does the Author too) a mystery 
Somewhat above our Art \ For all mens eyeSy 
EarSy faithsy and judgementSy are not of one size. 

For to say truthy and not to flatter yey 
This is nor Comedy, nor Tragedy, * 

Nor History, nor any thing that may 
(Tet in a week) be made a perfeii Play : 

Tet these that love to laughy and thdie that think 
Twelve pence goes farther this way than in driniy 
Or Damselsy tf they mark the matter throughy 
Afay stumble on a foolish toyy or two 
Wtll make Vm shew their teeth^ : pray^ for my sake 
(That likely am your first man) do not take 
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4 b^n ymi fttl it : for yt may 

Wbtn Ais is hist to ashesy bavi a Pky. 
And hiTi^ to ouUhiss this ; ho patient then^ 
(My hon^tr done) fare welcom GentUmen. 


Epilogue. 

I F you mUHke (as you shall ever be 

Tour own free judges) this Play utterly^ 
For your own Nobleness yet do not hisSy 
But as you ^ hyy • say it was amiss ; 

And we will mend : Chide usy but let it he 
Never in cold blood: O* my honesty 
(If I have any) this Vie say for ally 
Our meaning was to please you stilly and shall. 
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AShis Primus. Scena Prima. 

Enter Charinus, Aurelia, Niger. 

Chg, X/OU buz into my head strange likelihoods, 

X And fill me full of doubts ; but what proofs, Niger^ 
What certainties, that my most noble Brother 
Came to his end by murthtfr ? Tell me that, 

Assure me lyr some circumstance. 

Niger, I will, Sir, 

And as I tell you truth, so the gods prosper me, 

I have often npm*d this Jper. 

Char, True, ye have done ; 

And in mysterious senses I have heard ye 
Break out o’th’ sudden, and abruptly. 

Niger, True, Sir; 

Fear of your unbelief, and the times giddiness 

Made me I durst not then go farther. So your Grace please, 

Out of your wonted goodness, to give credit, 

I shall unfold the wonder. 
jfur. Do it boldly ; 

You shall have both our hearty loves, and hearings. 

Niger, This Aper then, this too much honour’d Villain, 
(For he deserves no mention of a good man) 

Great Sir, give ear ; this most ungrateful, spightful. 

Above the memory of mankind, mischievous, 

With his own bloody hands. 

Char, Take heed. 

Nig, I am in. Sir; 

And if I make not good my story. 

Aur, Forward ; , 

I see a truth would break out; be not fearful. 

Nf/. I say this Aper^ and his damn’d Ambition, 

Cut off your Brothers hopes, his life, and fortunes ; 

The honour’d Numenanus fell by him. 

Fell basely, most untimely, and most treacherously : 

For in his Litter, as he bore him company. 

Most privately and cunningly he kill’d him ; 

Yet still he fills the faithful Souldiers ears 
With stories of his weakness, of his life, 

V. X 3ai — 
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Act t 


That he dare not venture to appear in opci^ 

And shew his warlike face among the Souldiers j 
The tenderness and weakness of his eyes 
Being not able to endure the Sun yet. 

Slave that he is, he gives out this infirmity 
(Because he would dispatch his honour too) 

To arise from wantonness, and love of women, 

And thus he juggles still. 

Aur, O most pernicious. 

Most bloody, and most base ! Alas, dear Brother, 

Art thou accus’d, and after death thy memory 
Loaden with shames and lies ? Those pious tears 
Thou daily shower’st upon my Fathers monument, 

(When in the Persian Expedition 

He fell unfortunately by a stroke of Thunder) 

Made thy defame and sins ? those wept out eyes. 

The fair examples of a noble nature. 

Those holy drops of Love, turn’d by depravers 
(Malicious poyson’d tongues) to thy abuses? 

We must not suffer this. 

Char, It shows a truth now ; 

And sure this Aper is not right nor honest, 

He will not [now] come near me. 

Nig, No, he dare not ; 

He has an inmate here, that’s call’d a conscience, 

Bids him keep off. 

Char, My Brother honour’d him. 

Made him first Captain of his Guard, his next friend; 

Then to my Mother (to assure him nearer) 

He made him Husband. 

Ntg, And withal ambitiou<i ; 

For when he trod so nigh, his false feet itch’d, Sir, 

To step into the State. 

Aur, If ye believe, Brother, 

Aptr a bloody Knave (as ’tis apparent) 

Let’s leave disputing, and do something noble. 

Char, Sister, be rul’d, I am not yet so powerful 
To meet him in the field ; he has under him 
The Flower of all the Empire, and the strength, 

The Britain^ and the German Cohorts; pray yc be patient^ 
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hgw stands the Souldier to him f 
In fear morCi Sjr, 

Than love or honour; he has lost their fair afTeflions, 

B)r his most covetous and greedy griping: 

Ai;^ ye desirous to do something on him, 

That all tfee World may know ye lov’d your Brother ? 

And do it safely too without an Army ? 

Char* Most willingly. * 

N!g» Then send out a Proscription, 

Send suddenly; And to that man that executes it 
(I mean, that brings his head) add a fair payment. 

No common Svmm ; then ye shall see I fear not. 

Even from his own Camp, from those men that follow him, 
Follow, and flatter him, we shall find one, 

And if he miss, one hundred that will venture it. 

Aur, For his reward, it shall be so, dear Brother, 

So far ni honour him that kills the Villain ; 

For so far runs my love to my dead Brother, 

Let him be what he will, base, old, or crooked, 

He shall have me ; nay, which is more. I’ll love him. 

I will not be deny’d. 

Char. You shall not, Sister ; 

But ye shall know, my love shall go along too; 

Sec a Proicrlption drawn ; and for his rccom pence, 

My Sister, and half Partner in the Empire ; 

And I will keep my word. 

Aur. Now ye do bravely. 

Nig. And though it cost my life. I’ll sec it publish’d. 
Char. Aw Ay then for the business. 

Nig. I am gone, Sir; 

You shall have all dispatch’d ^to night. 

Char. Be prosperous. 

Aur. And let the Villain fall. 

Nig. Fear nothing, Ma<4m. [Extunt. 

SCENE II. 

£nfrr Delphia, Drusilla. 

Dru. *Tis true, that Diodes is •courteous. 

And of a pleasant nature, sweet and temperate % 

X2 
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His Cousin ACaximinian proud and bloudy. ^ 

Delph, Yes, and mistrustful too, way Girl, take heed, 
Although he seem to love thee, and afieft 
Like the more Courtier, curious complement ; 

Yet have a care. 

Dru. You know all my afFeftion, 

And all my heart-desires are set on Diodes ; 

But, Aunt, how coldly he requires this courtesie ! 

How dull and heavily he looks upon me ! 

Although I woo him sometimes beyond modesty. 

Beyond a Virgins care; how still he slights me, 

And puts me still off with your Prophecy, 

And the performance of your late predidbon. 

That when he is Emperour, then he will marry me j 
Alas, what hope of that ? 

Del, Peace, and be patient. 

For though he be now a man most miserable. 

Of no rank, nor no badge of honour on him. 

Bred low and poor, no eye of favour shining ; 

And though my sure Predidbon of his Rising 
(Which can no more fail than the day or night does, 
Nay, let him be asleep, will overtake him) 

Hath found some rubs and stops, yet hear me, Nccce, 
And hear me with a faith, it shall come to him ; 
ril tell thee the occasion. 

Dru, Do, good Aunt ; 

For yet I am ignorant. 

l)el. Chiding him one day 
For being too near, and sparing for a Souldier, 

Too griping, and too greedy ; he made answer, 

When I am Casaty then I wi|l be liberal, 

» I, presently inspir’d with holy fire. 

And my prophctick Spirit burning in me. 

Gave answer from the gods, apd this it was, 

Imperator eris Romay cum Aprum grandem inter fearis : 
Thou shalt be Emperour, O Diodes^ 

When thou hast kill’d a mighty Boar. From that time 
(As giving credit to my words) he has employ’d 
Muen of his life in hunting; many Boars 
Hideous and fierce, with his own hands he has kill’d too^ 
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But vtt^not lighted on the fa&l one, 

Should raise him to the Empire; Be not sad, Ncece, 

E*rc long he shall ; Come, let^s go entertain him, 

For by this time I guess he comes from hunting ; 

Aiid Jhy my Art I nnd this very instant 
Some greftt design’s o’ foot. 

Dm, The gods give good. Aunt. [Exiunt. 

SCENE III. 

Enter Diocles, Maximinian, Geta, with a Boar. 

Dio, Lay down the Boar. 

Get, With all my heart ; I am weary on’t ; 

I shall turn Jew if I carry many such burthens : 

Do you think. Master, to be Emperour 

With killing Swine you may be an honest Butcher, 

Or allied to a seemly family of sowse-wives. 

Can you be such an Ass, my Reverend Master, 

To think these springs of Pork will shoot up Casars ? 

Max, The fool says true. 

Dio, Come, leave your fooling, Sirrah, 

And think of what thou shalt be when I am Emperour. 

Get, Would it would come with thinking, for then o’ my 
I should be at least a Senator. (conscience. 

Max, A Sowter ; 

For that’s a place more fitted to thy nature. 

If there could be such an expectation ; 

Or say, the Devil could perform this wonder ; 

Can such a Rascal as thou art, hope for honour? 

Such a log-carrying Lowt ? 

Get, Yes, and bear it too, 

And bear it swimmingly. I am not the first Ass, Sir, 

Has born good office, and perform’d it revcrendly. (a Senator ? 
Dio, Thou being the Son of a T ilcr, canst thou hope to 
Get, Thou being the Son of a Tanner, canst thou hope 

(be an Emperor ? 

Dio, Thou sayst true, Geta^ there’s a stop indeed ; 

But yet the bold and vertuous — 

Get, Ye are right, Master, • 

Right as a Gun ; For we the vertuous, 
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Thou^ we be Kennel-rakers, Scabs, and Scoundrels, 

We the discreet and bold ; and yet, now I remember it, 
We Tilers may deserve to be Senators ; 

And there we step before you thick-skin’d Tanners, 

For we are born three stories high ; no base ones, 

None of your groundlings, master. 0 

Dio, I like thee well. 

Thou hast a good mind, as I have, to this Honour. 

Get, As good a mind. Sir, of a simple plaisterer — 

And when I come to execute my office, 

Then you shall see. 

Max, What ? 

Get, An Officer in fury ; 

An Officer as he ought to be ; do you laugh at it ? 

Is a Senator (in hope) worth no more reverence ? 

By these hands I’ll clap you by th’ heels the first hour of it. 
Max, O’ my Conscience, the fellow believes. 

Dio, I, do, do, Geta,^ 

For if I once be Emperour — 

Get, Then will I 

(For wise men must be had to prop the Republick) 

Not bate ye a single ace of a sound Senator. 

Dio, But what shall we do the whilst ? 

Get, Kill Swine, and sowse ’em. 

And eat ’em when we have bread. 

Max, Why didst thou run away 
When the Boar made toward thee ? art thou not valiant ? 

Get, No indeed am I not ; and ’tis for mine honour tooj 
I took a Tree, ’tis true, gave way to the Monster j 
Hark what discretion says, let fury pass; 

From the tooth of a mad Beast, ^d the tongue of a Slanderer 
Preserve thine honour. 

Dio, He talks like a full Senator : 

Go, take it up, and carry it m, ’tis a huge one, 

We never kill’d so large a Swine, so fietce too, 

I never met with yet. 

Max, Take heed, it stirs again ; 

How nimbly the Rogue runs up ! he climbs like a Squirrel* 
Dio, Come down, ye •Dunce, is it not dead ? 

Git, I know not. 
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Dh.^ His throat is cut, and his bowels put* 

Git. That’s all one, 

/ am sure his teeth are in ; and for any thing I know, 

He may have Pigs of his own nature in’s Bclljr. 

Dk. Come, take him- up I say, and sec him drest, 

He S fal^ and will be lusty meat : away with him, 

And get some of him ready for our Dinner. 

Get, Shall he be roasted whole, 

And serv’d up in a souce-tub ? a portly service, 

PH run i’th’ wheel my self. 

Max, Sirrah, leave your prating. 

And get some piece of him ready presently. 

We are weary both, and hungry. 

Get, I’ll about it. 

What an inundation of Brewiss shall I swim in ! [Exit, 
Dk, Thou art ever dull and melancholy, Cousin, 
Distrustful of my hopes. 

Max, Why, can you blame me ? 

Do men give credit to a Jugler ? 

Dk, Thou knowst she is a Prophetess. 

Max, A small one. 

And as small profit to be hop’d for by her. 

Dk, Thou art the strangest man ; how does thy hurt ? 
The Boar came near you. Sir. 

Max, A scratch, a scratch. 

Dk, It akes and troubles thee, and that makes thee angry. 
Max, Not at the pain, but at the practice. Uncle, 

The butcherly, base custom of our lives now ; 

Had a brave enemies Sword drawn so much from me, 

Or danger met me in the head o’th’ Army, 

To have blush’d thus in my blood, had been mine honour. 
But to live base, like Swine-herds, and believe too, 

To be fool’d out with tales, and old wives dreams, 

Dreams, when they are drunk. 

Dk, Certain you much mistake her. 

Max, Mistake her? hang her; to be made her Purveyors, 
To feed her old Chaps; to provide her daily, 

And bring in Feasts while she sits farting at us. 

And blowing out her Prophecies at both ends. 

Dia, Pnthee be wise ; Dost thou think, Maximinian^ 
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So great a reverence, and so stal’d a knowledge — ^ 

Max. Sur-reverence, you would say; what truth? what 
What any thing but eating is good in her? (knowledg? 
’Twould make a fool prophesie to be fed continually; 

What do you get ? your labour and your danger ; 

Whilst she sits bathing in her larded fury, ^ 

Inspir’d with full deep Cups, who cannot prophesie ? 

A Tinker, out of Ale, will give vPrediftions ; 

But who believes? 

D\o. She is a holy Druidy 
A woman noted for that faith, that piety, 

Belov’d of Heaven. 

Max, Heaven knows, I do not believe it : 

Indeed I must confess they are excellent Juglers ; 

Their age upon some fools too flings a confidence : 

But what grounds have they ? what elements to work on : 
Show me but that ; the Sieve, and Sheers ? a learned one, 

I have no patience to dispute this Question, 

’Tis so ridiculous; I think the Devil does help ’em. 

Or (rather mark me well) abuse ’em. Uncle; 

For they are as fit to deal with him ; these old women, 
They are as jump, and squar’d out to his nature — 

Dio, Thou hast a perfeft malice. 

Max, So I would have 

Against these purblind Prophets ; for look ye, Sir, 

Old women will lie monstrously ; so will the Devil, 

Or else he has had much wrong; upon my knowledge, 

Old women are malicious ; so is he ; 

They arc proud and covetous, revengeful, lecherous; 

All which are excellent attributes of the Devil ; 

They would at least seem holy ; so would he ; 

And to vail over these villainies, they would prophesie; 

He gives them leave now and then to use their cunnings, 
Which is, to kill a Cow, or blast a Harvest, 

Make young Pigs pipe themselves to death, choak poultry, 
And chase a dairy-wench into a feaver 
With pumping for her butter. 

But when he makes these Agents to raise Emperours, 

When he disposes Fortune his Servant, 

And tycs her to old wives tails — 
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i)i\ Go thy w^s, 

Thou art a learned Scholar, against credit, 

You hear the Prophecie? 

Max. Yes, and I laugh at it; 

^nd so will any man can tell but twenty, 

Thai is ^ot blind, as you are blind and ignorant : 

Do you think she knows your fortune ? 

Dio, I do think it. • 

Max, I know she has the name of a rare Sooth-saycr ; 
But do ycai in your Conscience believe her holy ? 

Inspir'd with such prophetick h'lre? • 

Dio, Yef, in my conscience. 

Max, And that you must upon necessity. 

From her words, be a Casor ? 

Dio, If I live. 

Max, There’s one stop yet. 

Dio, And follow her dire(^tions. 

Max, But do not juggle with me. 

Dio, In faith, Cousin, 

So full a truth hangs ever on her Prophecies, 

That how I should think otherwise. 

Max, Very well. Sir; 

You then believe (for methinks ’tis most necessary) 

She knows her own Fate ? 

Dio, I believe it certain. 

Max, Dare you but be so wise to let me try it, 

For I stand doubtful. 

Dio. How ? 

Max, Come nearer to me, 

Because her cunning Devil shall not prevent me ; 

Close, close, and hear ; If jhe can turn this destiny, 
ni be of your faith too. 

Dio, Forward, I fear not ; 

For if she knows not this,^sure she knows nothing; 

Enter Delphia. 

I am SO confident — 

Max, ’Faith, so am I too. 

That I shall make her Devils sides hum. 

Die. She comes here ; ^ 
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Act 1 

♦ 

Go take your stand. 

Max. Now holly, or you howl for’t. [Exit. 

Dio. ’Tis pity this young man should be so stubborn. 
Valiant he is, and to his valour temperate, 

Only distrustful of delays in Fortune ; 

I love him dearly well. 

Del, Now, my Son DiocleSy 
Are ye not weary of your game io day ? 

And are ye well ? 

Dio. Yes, Mother, well and lusty. 

Only ye® make me hunt for empty shadows. [day : 

Del. You must have patience, Rome was not built in one 
And he that hopes, must give his hopes their Currents. 

You have kill’d a mighty Boar. 

Dio, But I am no Emperour ; 

Why do you fool me thus, and make me follow 
Your flattering expedtation hour by hour? 

Rise early, and sleep late ? to feed your appetites, 

Forget my Trade, my Arms? forsake mine honour, 

Labour and sweat to arrive at a base memory ? 

Oppose my self to hazards of all sorts. 

Only to win the barbarous name of Butcher ? 

Del, Son, you are wise. 

Dio, But you are cunning. Mother ; 

And with that Cunning, and the faith I giv^ you, 

Ye lead me blindly to no end, no honour : 

You find ye are daily fed, you take no labour ; 

Your family at ease, they know no market. 

And therefore to maintain this, you speak darkly, 

As darkly still ye nourish it, whilst I, 

Being a credulous and obsequiouj Coxcomb, 

Hunt daily, and sweat hourly, to find out 
To clear your mystery ; kill Boar on Boar, 

And make your Spits and Pots bow with my Bounties; 

Yet I still poorer, further still — 

Del. Be provident. 

And tempt not the gods dooms; stop not the glory 
They are ready to fix on ye. Ye are a fool then ; 

Chearful and grateful takers, the gods love, 

And^.such as wait their pleasures with full hopes; 
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Sc III 

# 

The daubtful and distrustful man Heaven frowns at. 

Wliat I have told jrou by my inspiration^ 

1 tell ye once again, must, and shall find ye. 

Dio, But when ? or how i 
♦ inter fecerh. 

Dio, % I have kill’d many. 

Del, Not the Boar they point ye ; 

Ndr must I reveal further*, till you clear it. 

The lots of glorious men are wrapt in mysteries, 

And so deliver’d ; common and slight Creatures, 

That have their ends as open as their aftions, 

Easie and open fortunes follow. 

Max, I shall try 

How deep your inspiration lies hid in ye, 

And whether your brave spirit have a buckler 
To keep this arrow off, Pll make you smoke else. 

Dio, Knowing my fortune so precisely, punctually. 

And that it must fall without contradiction. 

Being a stranger, of no tye unto ye, 

Methinks you should be studied in your own. 

In your own destiny, methinks, most perfeCt, 

And every hour, and every minute. Mother, 

So great a care should Heaven have of her Ministers ; 
Methinks your fortunes both ways should appear to ye. 

Both to avoid ^nd take. Can the Stars now, 

And all those influences you receive into you, 

Or secret inspirations ye make shew of. 

If an hard fortune hung, and were now ready 
To pour it self upon your life, deliver ye P 
Can they now say, take heed ? 

Del, Ha? pray ye come hither. (ye. 

Max, I would know that ; I fear your Devil will cozen 
And stand as close as ye can, I shall be with ye. 

Del, I find a present ill. 

Dio. How ? 

Del, But I scorn it. 

Max, Do yc so? do ye so? 

Del. Yes, and laugh at % Diodes, 

Is It not strange these wild and foolish men 
Should dare to oppose the power of Destiny ? 

‘^ 931 . 
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That power the gods shake at? Look yonder, Son^ 

Max, Have ye spv’d me? then have at ye. 

Dei Do, shoot boldly, 

Hit me, and spare not, if thou canst. 

Dto, Shoot, Cousin. ^ ^ 

Max, I cannot ; mine arm’s dead, I have no^feehtig ; 
Or if I could shoot, so strong is her arm’d Vertue, 

She would catch the arrow flyings 
Bil, Poor doubtful people, 

I pi^ your weak faiths. 

Dio, ' Your mercy. Mother, 

And from this hour a Deity I crown ye. 

Del, No more of that. 

Max, O let my Prayers prevail too. 

Here like a tree, I dwell else ; free me. Mother, 

And greater than great Fortune, I’ll adore thee. 

Del, Be free again, and have more pure thoughts in ye. 
Dio, Now I believe your words most constantly. 

And when I have that power ye have promis’d to me. 

Del, Remember then your Vow, my Niece DrusillOy 
I mean to marry her, and then ye prosper. 

Dio, I shall forget my life else. 

Del, I am a poor weak woman, to me no worship. 

Enter Niger, Gcta, and Souldters, 

Get, And shall he have as you say, that kills this Jper ? 
Del, Now mark and understand. 

Nig, The Proscription’s up 
I’th’ Market place, ’tis up, there ye may read it, 

He shall have half the Empire. 

Get, A pretty farm i’ faith. ^ 

Nig, And the Emperours Sister, bright Aurelia^ 

Her to his wife. 

Get, Ye say well. Friend, but hark ye, 

Who shall do this? 

Nig, You, if you dare. 

Get, I think so; 

Yet I could poyson him in a Pot of Perry, 

He loves that vcng’anccly; fiut when I have done this, 
May^I lye with the Gentlewoman? 
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Nig, Lye with her? what else, man? 

(?<// Yes, man, 

I have known a man married that never lay with his Wife ; 
Those dancing days are done. 

Nigi These arc old Souldicrs, 
poc^ it seems, I’ll try their appetites. 

Save ye, brave Souldiers. 

Afax. Sir, ye talkt o£ Proscriptions ? 

Nig. ’Tis true, there is one set up from the Einjptrour 
Against f^/u/ius A per. 

Dio. Aper ? 

Del. Now; 

Now have you found the Boar ? 

Dio. I have the meaning ; 

And blessed Mother — 

Nig. He has scorn’d his Master, 

And bloodily cut off by treachery 
The noble Brother to him. 

Dio. He lives here, Sir, 

Sickly and weak. 

Nig. Did you see him ? 

Max. No. 


Nig. He is murthered; 

So ye shall find it mentioned from the Emperour; 

And honest faithful Souldiers, but believe it; 

For, by the gods, ye will find it so, he is murthered, 

The manner how, read in the large Proscription. 

Del. It is most true, Son; and he cozens ye, 

Aper'*s a Villain false. 

Dio. I thank ye, Mother, 

And dare believe ye; hark ye. Sir, the recompence ? 

As ye related. * 

Nig. Is as firm as faith. Sir; 

Bring him alive or dead. 

Max. You took a fif time, (not, 

The General being out o' th' Town ; for though we love him 
Yet had he known this first, you had paid for't dearly. 

Dio. ’Tis Niger j now I know him; honest Niger ^ 

A true sound man, and I belike him constantly; 

Your business may be done, make no great hurrv 
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For your own safety. 

Nig» No, I am gonej I thank ye. [Exit, 

Dio. Pray, Maximinian^ pray. 

Max. ril pray, and work too. 

Dio. I’ll to the Market-place, and read the offer, 

And now I have found the Boar. 

Del. Find your own faith too. 

And remem[b]er what ye have vo^v’d. 

Dio. O Mother. 

Del. Prosper. 

Get. «If my master and I do this, there’s two Emperours, 
And what a show will that make ! how we shall bounce it ! 

[Exeunt. 


AStus Secundus. Scena Prima. 

Enter Drusilla, and Delphia. 

Dru. TEave us, and not vouchsafe a parting kiss 

I V To her that in his hopes of greatness lives, 
And goes along with him in all his dangers ? 

Del. I grant ’twas most inhumane. 

Dru. O, you give it 

Too mild a name; ’twas more than barbarous, 

And you a Partner in’t. 

Del. I, Drusilla} 

Dru. Yes, 

You have blown his swoln Pride to that vastness. 

As he believes the Earth is in his fathom, 

This makes him quite forget his humble j3cing ; 

And can I hope that he, that only fed 
With the imagin’d food of future Empire, 

Disdains even those that gave him means and life 
To nourish such desires, when he’s possess’d 
Of his ambitious ends (which musi fall on him. 

Or your Prcdidtions are &lse) will ever 
Descend to look on me ! 

Del. Were his intents 
Perfidious as the Seas or Winds, his heart 
Compos’d of falshood; yet the benefit, 
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Sc. 1 

The greatness of the good he has from you, 

(For wtxat I have confer’d, is thine, Drusilla) 

Must make him firm, and thankful; But if all 
Remembrance of the debts he stands engag’d for, 

Find a quick Grave in his Ingratitude, 

Nfy^|x)we^ful Art, that guides him to this height 
Shall make him curse the hour he eV was rais’d, 

Or sink him to the Centre. 

Drtt. I had rather 

Your Art could force him to return that ardour 
To me, I bear to him; or give me power 
To moderate my passions; yet I know not, 

I should repent your grant, though you had sign’d it, 
(So well I find he’s worthy of all service) 

But to believe that any check to him 

In his main hopes, could yield content to me, 

Were treason to true love, that knows no pleasure. 
The object that it dotes on ill affedted. 

Del. Pretty simplicity; I love thee for’t, 

And will not sit an idle looker on, 

And sec it cozen’d; dry thy innocent eyes, 

And cast off jealous fears, (yet promises 
Arc but lip comfort) and but fancy ought 
That’s possible in Nature, or in Art, 

That may advance thy comfort, and be bold 
To tell thy Soul ’tis thine; therefore speak freely. 

Dru. You new create me. To conceal from you 
My virgin-fondness, were to hide my sickness 
From my Physician. O dear Aunt, I languish 
For want of Diecles\ sight; he is the Sun 
That keeps my blood in a perpetual Spring; 

But in his ab^nce, cold bAiumming Winter 
Seizes on all my faculties. Would you bind me 
(That am your Slave alicady) in more fetters. 

And (in the place of scrvide; to adore you ? 

0 be^ me then (but ’tis impossible, 

1 fear to be effedted) where I may 

See how my Diocles breaks thorow his dangers, 

And in what heaps his honours /low upon him. 

That I may meet him, in the height and pride 
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Of all his glories, and there (as your gift) 

Challenge him as mine own. 

Del. Enjoy thy wishes; 

This is an casie Boon, which at thy years, 

I could have given to any; but now grown 
Perfeft in all the hidden mysteries 
Of that inimitable Art, which makes us 
Equal even to the gods, and Natvres wonders. 

It shall be done, as fits my skill and glory: 

To break thorow bolts, and locks, a Scholars priae 
For Thieves, and Pick-locks: to pass thorow an Army 
Cover’d with night, or some disguise, the pradlice 
Of poor and needy Spies: No, my Drusilla^ 

From Ceres I will force her winged Dragons, 

And in the air hung over the Tribunal; 

(The Musick of the Spheres attending on us.) 

There, as his good Star, thou shalt shine upon him. 

If he prove true, and as his Angel guard him. 

But if he dare be false, I, in a moment 

Will put that glorious light out, with such horrour, 

As if the eternal Night had seiz’d the Sun, 

Or all things were return’d to the first Chaos, 

And then appear like Furies. 

Dru, I will do 
What c’re you shall command. 

Del. Rest then assur’d, 

I am the Mistris of my Art, and fear not. [Exeunt. 

Muskk. 


SCENE II. 

Enter Aper, Camurius, Gmrd^ a Litter covered. 

A per. Your care of your sick Emperour, fellow-souldiers, 
In colours to the life, doth shew your love, 

And zealous duty: O continue hi it. 

And though I know you long to see and hear him, 

Impute it not to pride, or Melancholy, 

That keeps you from your wishes: such State-vices 

S Too too familiar with great Princes) arc 
rangers to all the actions of the life 
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Sc. 41 

i 

Of good Numirianus: Let your patience 
Be the Physitian to his wounded eyes, 

(Wounded with pious sorrow for his Father) 

Which time and your strong Patience will recover, 

Provided it prove constant. 

• P Guard. If he counterfeit, 

I will hereafter trust a prodigal heir, 

When he weeps at his Faihers Funeral. 

2 Guard. Ora young widow following a bed-nd husband, 
(After a tlu'ec years groaning) to the Fire. 

3 Guard. Note his humility, and with what soft murmurs 
He does enquire his pleasures. 

1 Guard. And how soon 
He is instructed, 

2 Guard. How he bows again too. 

Ap er. All your commands (dread Casar) I’ll impart 
To your most ready Souldier, to obey them; 

So take your rest in peace. It is the pleasure 
Of mighty Casar (his thanks still remembred 
For your long patience, which a donative. 

Fitting his State to give, shall quickly follow) 

That you continue a striCt Guard upon 
His sacred person, and admit no stranger 
Of any other Legion, to come near him; 

You being most trusted by him. I receive 
Your answer in your silence. Now, Camurius^ 

Speak without flattery; Hath thy Aper adted 
This passion to the life ? 

Cam. I would applaud him, 

Were he saluted Casar: but I fear 
These long protraCted counsels will undo us; 

And ^tis beyond my reason, *he being dead, 

You should conceal your self, or hope it can 
Continue undiscover’d. 

Apir. That I have kill’d him, 

Yet feed these ignorant fools with hopes he lives, 

Has a main end in’t. The Pannonian Cohorts 
(That arc my own, and sure) arc not come up, 

The German Legions waver, and fharinm 
(Brother to this dead dog) (hells plagues on Niger) 

*.-F. V. Y 35, 



THE PROPHETE^ 


Act II 


Is jealous of the niurther; and, I hear, 

Is marching up against me. "Tis not safe, 

Till I have power, to justifie the Aft, 

To shew my self the authour: be therefore careful 
For an hour or two (till I have fully sounded 
How the Tribunes and Centurio[n]s stand afFefted) 

That none come near the Litter. If I find thenf 
Firm on my part, I dare profess»,my self, 

And then live Aper\ equal. 

Cam, Does not the body 
Begin to putrifie ? 

Aper, That exafts my haste : 

When, but even now, I feign’d obedience to it. 

As I had some great business to impart, 

The scent had almost choak’d me: be therefore curious: 
All keep at distance. [Exit, 

Cam, I am taught my part; 

Haste you to perfeft yours. 

I Guard, I had rather meet 
An enemy in the field, than stand thus nodding 
Like to a rug-gown’d Watch-man. 

Enter Diodes, Maximinian, Geta. 

Geta, The Watch at noon? 

This is a new device. 

Cam, Stand. 

Dk, I am arm’d 
Against all danger. 

Max, If I fear to follow, 

A Cowards name pursue me. 

Dk, Now my Fate 
Guide and dircft me. * 

Cam, You arc rude and sawcy, 

With your forbidden feet to touch this ground, 

Sacred to Casar only, and to tiiesc 

That do attend his person; Speak, what arc you? 

Dk, What thou, nor any of thy faftion arc, 

Nor ever were: Souldiers, and honest men. 

Cam, So blunt ? 

Geta, Nay, you shali find he*s good at the sharp too> 

{% 
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1X9. No instruments of craft: engines of murtheri 
That serve the Emperour only with oilM tongueSi 
Sooth and applaud his vices, play the Bauds 
To all his appetites; and when you have wrought 
So far upon his wetness, that he’s grown 
Odious to the subjeft and himself, 

And can ilo further help your wicked ends, 

You rid him out of the way. 

Cam, Treason ? 

•0i9, *T^is truth, 

And I will make it good. 

Cam, Lay hands upon ’em, 

Or kill them suddenly. 

Gita, I am out at that; 

I do not like the sport. 

Dh, What’s he that is 
Owner of any vertue worth a Roman^ 

Or docs retain the memory of the Oath 
He made to Ca$ar^ that dares lift his Sword 
Against the man that (careless of his life) 

Comes to discover such a horrid Treason, 

As when you hcar’t, and understand how long 
Y’avc been abus’d, will run you mad with fury? 

I am no stranger, but (like you) a Souldier, 

Train’d up one from my youth : and there arc some 
With whom I have serv’d, and (not to praise my self) 
Must needs confess they have seen Diodes 
In the late Britain wars, both dare and do 
Beyond a common man. 

1 Guard, Diodes ? 

2 Guard, 1 know him. 

The bravest Souldier of the Empire. 

Cam, Stand : 

If thou advance an inch, thou art dead. [Dio. kills Cami* 
Dio, Die thou, * 

Tliat durst oppose thy self against a truth 
That will break out, though mountains cover it. 

Git. I fear this is a sucking Pig; no Boar, 

He fidk so easie. ^ 

Dm, Hear me, fellow Souldiers; 
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And if I make it not apparent to you 
This is an aft of Justice, and no Alurther, 

Cut me in pieces; Tie disperse the cloud 

That hath so long obscur’d a bloody aft 

Ne’r equall’d yet: you all knew with what favours 

The good Numerianus ever grac’t 

The Provost Jper ? 

Guard, True. * 

Dio, And that those bounties 
Should have contain’d him (if he e’re had learuM 
The Elements of honesty and truth) 

In loyal duty: But ambition never 

Looks backward on desert, but with blind haste 

Boldly runs on. But I lose time. You are here 

Commanded by this Aper to attend 

The Emperours person; to admit no stranger 

To have access to him, or come near his Litter, 

Under pretence (forsooth) his eyes are sore. 

And his minde troubled: no, my friends, you are cozen’d; 
The good Numerianus now is past 
The sense of wrong or injury. 

Guard, How, dead ? 

Dio, Let your own eyes inform you. 

Get, An Emperours Cabinet ? 

Fough, I have known a Charnel-house smell sweeter. 

If Emperours flesh have this savour, what will mine do, 
When I am rotten ? 

1 Guard, Most unheard of villany. 

2 Guard. And with all cruelty to be reveng’d. 

3 Guard, Who is the murtherer ? name him, that we may 
Punish it in his family. 

Dio, Who but Aper ? 

The barbarous and most ingrateful Aper^ 

Hts desperate Poniard printed on his breast 
This deadly wound: hate to V’ow’d enemies 
Finds a full satisfaflion m death; 

And Tyrants seek no farther. He (a Subjefl, 

And bound by all the Tics of love and duty) 

Ended not so; but docs , deny his Prince 
(Whose ghost forbad passage to his rest, 
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Mourns by the Stygian shore) his Funeral-Rites. 

Nay, weep not; let your loves speak in your anger; 

And, to confirm you gave no suffrage to 
The damned Plot, lend me your helping hands 
To^ wreak the Parricide: and if you find 
That thcr* is worth in Diodes to deserve it, 

Make him your leader. 

Guard, A Diodes^ a Ifiodes, 

• Dio, We’ll force him from his Guards. And now, my Stars, 
If you have* any good for me in store, 

Shew it, when I have slam this fatal Boar. [Exeunt, 

SCENE III. 

Enter Delphia and Drusilla, tn a Throne drawn 
by Dragons, 

Del, Fix here, and rest a while your Sail-stretch’d wings 
That have out-stript the winds: the eye of Heaven 
Durst not behold your speed, but hid it self 
Behind the grossest clouds; and the pale Moon 
Pluckt in her silver horns, trembling for fear 
That my strong Spells should force her from her Sphere; 
Such is the power of Art. 

Dru, Good Aunt, where arc we ? 

Del, Look down, Drusdla^ on these lofty Towers, 
These spacious stieets, where every private house 
Appears a Palace to receive a King: 

The site, the wealth, the beauty of the place, 

Will soon inform thee ’tis imperious Romcy 
Romt^ the great Mistris of the conquer’d world. 

Dru, But without Diodos^ it is to me 
Like any wilderness we have pass’d o’rc: 

Shall I not see him? 

Del, Yes, and in full glory. 

And glut thy greedy eyes with looking on 
His prosperous success: Contain thy self; 

For though all things beneath us are transparent, 

The sharpest sighted, were he Eaglc-cy’d, 

Cannot discover us : nor will we *hang 
Idle Spectators to behold his triumph: 


341 



THE PROPHETESS^' 4ct ii 


Enter Diodes, Maximinian, Guards Aper/ 

Senators^ Geta, Officers^ with Litter* 

But when occasion shall present it self, 

Do something to add to it. See, he comes. 

Dru. How god-like he appears! with such a grace 
The Giants that attempted to scale Heaven, 

When they lay dead on the Phlegrean plain, 

Man did appear to Jove, 

Del* Forbear. 

Dio*, Look on this, 

And when with horrour thou hast view’d thy deed, 

(Thy most accursed deed) be thine own judge, 

And sec (thy guilt consider’d) if thou canst 
Perswadc thy self (whom thou stand’st bound to hate) 

To hope or plead for mercy. 

A per, I confess 
My life’s a burden to me. 

Dio, Thou art like thy name, 

A cruel Boar, whose snout hath rooted up 
The fruitfull Vineyard of the common-wealth: 

I long have hunted for thee, and since now 
Thou art in the Toyl, it is in vain to hope 
Thou ever shalt break out: thou dost deserve 
The Hangmans hook, or to be punished 
More majoruMy whipt with rods to death, 

Or any way, that were more terrible. 

Yet, since my future fate depends upon thee, 

Thus, to ful[fi]ll great Delphta\ Prophecic, 

A per (^thou fatal Boar) receive the honour Apcr» 

To fall by Diodes hand. Shine clear, my Stars, 

That usher’d me to taste this common air 
In mv entrance to the world, and give applause 
To tnis great work. 

Del, Strike Musick from the Spheres* 

Dru, O now you honour me. 

Dio, Hal in the Air! 

AIL Miraculous. 

Max, This shews the gods approve 
Th« Person, and the Aft: then if the Senate 
342 
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(lor in /heir eyes I read the Souldicrs love) 

T^ink Dmles worthy to supply the place 
Of dead Numerianus^ as he stands 
His Heir, in his revenge, with one consent 
Sabtfe him Emperour. 

Senai,% Long live Diodes: 

Jugustus^ Pater Patria^ and all Titles, 

That are peculiar only to nhe Casars^ 

WegWly throw upon him. 

Guard.* We confirm it. 

And will defend his honour with our Swords 
Against the %/orld: raise him to the Tribunal. 

1 Sen. Fetch the Imperial Robes: and as a sign 
We give him absolute power of life and death, 

Bind this Sword to his side. 

2 Sen, Omit no Ceremony 
That may be for his honour. 

SONG. 

Max. Still the gods 

Express that they are pleas’d with this eleftion. 

Geta. My Master is an Emperour, and I feel 
A Senators Itch upon me: would I could hire 
These fine invisible Fidlers to play to me 
At my instalment. 

Dto, I embrace your loves, 

And hope the honours that you heap upon me. 

Shall be with strength supported. It shall be 

My studie to appear another AtlaSy 

To stand firm underneath this heaven of Empire, 

And bear it boldly. I desire no Titles, 

But as I shall deserve ’em.^ I will keep 
The name I had, being a private man. 

Only with some small difference; I will add 
To Diodes but two short syllables. 

And be called Diodesianus. 

Geta, That is fine: 

Fie fellow the fashion; and when I am a Senator, 

I will be no more plain Get<:y but be call’d 
Lord Gitianus, • 

Dm. He ne’er thinks of me, 
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Nor of your favour. 

Enter Niger. 

Del. If he dares prove false, 

These glories shall be to him as a dream, 

Or an inchanted banquet. 

Niger. From Charinus^ 

From great Charinus^ who with joy hath heard 
Of your proceedings, and confirms your honours: 

He, with his beauteous Sister, fair Aurelia^ ® 

Are come in person, like themselves attended 

To gratulate your fortune. \Loud Mustek. 

Enter Charinus, Aurelia, Attendants. 

Dio. For thy news, 

Be thou m France Pro-consul: let us meet 
The Emperour with all honour, and embrace him. 

Dru. O Aunt, I fear this Princess doth eclipse 
Th* opinion of rny beauty, though I were 
My self to be the judge. 

Del. Rely on me. 

Char. ’Tis vertue, and not birth that makes us noble: 
Great actions speak great minds, and such should govern j 
And you are grac’t with both. Thus, as a Brother, 

A fellow, and Co-partner in the Empire, 

I do embrace you: may we live so far 
From difference, or emulous Competition, 

That all the world may say, Although two Bodies, 

We have one Mind. 

Aur. When I look on the Trunk 
Of dear Numenanusy I should wash 
His wounds with tears, and pay a Sisters sorrow 
To his sad fate: but since he lives again 
In your most brave Revenge, I bow to you. 

As to a power that gave him second life, 

And will make good my promise. If you find 
That there is worth in me that may deserve you. 

And that in being your wife, I shall not bring 
Disquiet and dishonour to ypur Bed, 

Although my youth and fortune should require 
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Both to be suM and sought to, here I yield 
My sell at your devotion. 

Dio. O you gods. 

Teach me how to be thankful; you have pour’d 
AJ],, blessings on me, that ambitious man 
Could ever fancic: till this happy minute, 

I ne’rc saw beauty, or believ’d there could be 
Pcrfcftion in a woman. > shall live 
*^0 serve and honour you : upon my knees 
I thus receive you; and, so you vouchsafe it. 

This day I am doubly married; to the Empire, • 

And your bcot-self. 

Dei False and perfidious villain. — 

Dru, Let me fall headlong on him: O my stars! 

This I foresaw and fear’d. 

Cha. Call forth a Fla men ^ 

This knot shall now be ti’d. 

Dei But I will loose it, 

If Art or Hell have any strength. 

Enter a Flamen^ Thunder^ and Lightning, 

Cha, Prodigious I 

Max, How soon the day’s orecast I 
Fla, The Signs are fatal: 

Juno smiles not upon this Match, and shews too 
She has her thunder. 

Dio, Can there be a stop 
In my full fortune i 

Cha, Wc arc too violent. 

And I repent the haste; we first should pay 
Our latest duty to the dca^, and then 
Proceed discreetly. Let’s take up the body, 

And when wc have plac’d his ashes in his Urn, 

We’ll try the gods again, for wise men say. 

Marriage and Obsequies do not suit one day. [Senate Exit, 
Del, So, ’tis deferr’d yet, in despite of falshood: 
Comfort Drusilla^ for he shall be thine, 

Or wish, in vain, he were no^. I will punish [Ascend, 
His penury to the height. Moimt up, my birds; 

Some Rites I am to perform to Hecate^ « 
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To pcrfeft my designs; which once perform’d, , 

He shall be made obedient to thy Call, 

Or in his mine I will bury all. [Ascends throne. 

AShis Tertius. Scena Prima. 

Enter Maximiniap, (solus,) 

Max, What powerful Star shin’d at this mans Nativity 
And bless’d his homely Cradle with full glory? ‘ 

What thfongs of people press and buz about him, 

And with their humming flatteries sing him Casar ? 

Sing him aloud, and grow hoarse with saluting him ? 

How the fierce-minded Souldier steals in to him. 

Adores and courts his honour ? at his devotion 
Their lives, their vertues, and their fortunes laying ? 
Charinus sues, the Emperour intreats him. 

And as a brighter flame, takes his beams from him. 

The blcss’d and bright Aurelia^ she doats on him, 

And, as the god of Love, burns incense to him. 

All eyes live on him. Yet I am still Maximinian^ 

Still the same poor and wretched thing, his servant. 

What have I got by this ? where lies my glory ? 

How am I rais’d and honour’d ? I have gone as far 
To woo this purblind honour, and have pass’d 
As many dangerous Expeditions, 

As noble, and as high; nay, in his destinie 
(Whilst ’twas unknown) have mn as many hazards, 

And done as much; sweat thorow as many perils; 

Only the Hang-man of Voluiius Aper 
(Which I mistook) has made hiip Emperour, 

And me his slave. 

Enter Delphia, and Dinsilla. 

Dei Stand still; he cannot see us, 

Till I please: mark him well, this discontentment 
I have forc’d into him, for thy cause, Drusilla. 

Max, Can the gods see this; 

See it with justice, and confer their blessings 
On him, that never flung one grain of incense 
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Upon 5|ieir Altars? never bowM his knee jrctj 
And I that have marchM foot by foot, struck equally, 

And whilst he was a gleaning, have praying, 
Contemning his base covetous — 

DeL Now we’ll be open. 

Mam Bless me, and with all reverence. 

DiL Stand up, Son, 

And wonder not at thy ^ingratefull Uncle : 
know thy thoughts, and I appear to ease ’em. 

MaxJ^ O Mother, did I stand the tenth part to ye 
Engag’d and fetter’d, as mine Uncle does, • 

How would I serve, how would I fall before ye ! 

The poorer powers we worship. 

DeL Peace, and flatter not ; 

Necessitie and anger draws this from ye; 

Of both which I will quit ye: For your Uncle 
I spoke this honour, and it fell upon him; 

Fell, to his full content: he has forgot me, 

For all my care; forgot me, and his vow too: 

As if a dream had vanish’d, so h’as lost me, 

And I him: let him now stand fast. Come hither; 

My care is now on you. 

Max, O blessed Mother ! 

Del, Stand still, and let me work. So now, Maximiniany 
Go, and appear in Court, and eye Aurelia : 

Believe, what I have done, concerns ye highly. 

Stand in her view, make your addresses to her: 

She is the Stair of honour, I’le say no more. 

But Fortune is your servant : go. 

Max, With reverence ; — 

All this as holy truths. , [Exit, 

Del, Believe, and prosper. 

Dru, Yet all this cures not me; but as much credit. 
As much belief from Dioilnian, 

Enter Gcta, Li£iors^ and Suitors^ {with Petitions,) 

Dei, Be not dejefted; I have warn’d ye often: 

The proudest thoughts he has, I’le humble. Who’s this? 

O *tis the fool and knave grown a grave Officer: 

Here’s hot and high preferment. 
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Get. What’s your Bill ? 

For Qravel for the Appian way, and Pills? 

Is the way rhcumatick? 

I Suitor. ’Tis Piles, and’t please you. 

Get. Remove me those Piles to Port Esquiliney 
Fitter the place, my friend: you shall be paid. ® 

1 Suit. I thank your worship. 

Get. Thank me when ye havt it; 

Thank me another way, ye are an Asse else. 

I know my office: you are for the streets. Sir. 

Lord, ho^^ ye throng! that knave has eaten Garlickj 
Whip him, and bring him back. 

3 Suitor. I beseech your Worship; 

Here’s an old reckoning for the dung and dirt. Sir. 

Get. It stinks like thee: away. Yet let him tarry, 

His Bill shall quit his Breath. Give your Petitions 
In seemly sort, and keep your hat off, decently. 

For scowring the water-courses thorow the Cities ? 

A fine periphrasis of a kennel-raker. 

Did ye scour all, my friend ^ ye had some business: 

Who shall scour you ? you are to be paid, I take it. 

When Surgeons swear you have perform’d your office. 

4 Suit. Your Worship’s merry. 

Get. We must be sometimes wittie. 

To nick a knave; ’tis as useful as our gravitie. 
rie take no more Petitions; I am pester’d; 

Give me some rest. 

4 Suit. I have brought the gold (and’t please ye) 

About the Place ye promised. 

Get. See him enter’d. 

How does your Daughter? r 

4 Suit. Better your worship thinks of her. (Daughter. 
Get. This IS with the least. But let me sec your 
’Tis a good forward maid; I’lc joyn her with ye. 

I do beseech ye, leave me. 

LiSior. Ye see the Ediie^s busie. 

Get. And look to your places, or He make ye smoke else. 
Sirrah, I drank a cup of wine at your house yesterday; 

A good smart wine. * 

LiEor, Send him the piece, he likes it 
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Get, And ate the best wild Boar at that same Farmers* 
2 I have half left yet : your worship shall command it. 
Git, A bit will serve : give me some rest : gods help me. 
How shall I labour when 1 am a Senator? 

Del, *Tis a fit place indeed. *Save your Mastership; 
Bb you know us, Sir? 

Get,* These women are still troublesom. 

There be houses providing for such wretched women, 

And some small Rents, to set ye a spinning. 

• Dru, ^ Sir, 

Wc arc no Spinsters; nor, if you look upon us, 

So wretched as you take us. 

Del, Does your Mightiness 
That is a great destroyer of your Memoric, 

Yet understand our faces? 

Get, ’Prethee keep off, woman; 

It is not fit I should know every creature. 

Although I have been familiar with thee heretofore, 

I must not know thee now: my place neglc6fs thee. 

Yet, because I daign a glimpse of your remembrances, 

Give me your Suits, and wait me a month hence. 

Del, Our Suits are, Sir, to see the Emperour, 

The Emperour Dm lest an^ to speak to him, 

And not to wait on you. We have told you all, Sir. 

Get, I laugh at your simplicitie, poor women: 

Sec the Emperour ? why you arc deceiv’d : now 
The Emperour appears but once in seven years. 

And then he shines not on such weeds as you are. 

Forward, and keep your State, and keep beggers from me. 
Drus, Here is a prcttie youth. \^Exeunt, 

Enter Dioclcs. 

• 

Del, He shall be prettie. 

Or I will want my will, since ye arc so high. Sir: 
rie raise ye higher, or my art shall fail me. 

Stand close, he comes. 

Die, How am I cross’d and tortur’d ! 

My most wish’d happiness, my lovely Mistris, 

That must make gc^ my nopes, and link my greatness, 
Yet sever’d from mine arms! ^Tell me, high heaven, 
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How have I sinn*d, that you should speak in thunder, 

In horrid thunder, when my heart was ready # 

To leap into her breast ? the Priest was ready ? 

The joyful virgins and the young men ready ? 

When Hymen stood with all his flames about him 
Blessing the bed ? the house with full joy sweating ? 

And expectation, like the Roman Eagle, ® 

Took stand, and call’d all eyes? It was your honour; 

And e’re you give it full, do you destroy it ? 

Or was there some dire Star? some Devil that did it? 
Some sad malignant Angel to mine honour? 

With yoif I dare not rage. 

DeL With me thou canst not. 

Though it was 1. Nay, look not pale and frighted; 
rie fright thee more. With me thou canst not quarrel; 

I rais’d the thunder, to rebuke thy falshood: 

Look here, to her thy falshood. Now be angry. 

And be as great in evil as in Empire. 

Dio, Bless me, ye Powers. 

DeL Thou hast full need of blessing, 

’Twas I, that at thy great Inauguration, 

Hung in the air unseen: ’twas I that honour’d thee 
With various Musicks, and sweet sounding airs: 

’Twas I inspir’d the Souldiers heart with wonder. 

And made him throw himself, with love and duty. 

Low at thy feet: ’twas I that fix’d him to thee, 

But why did I all this ? To keep thy honestie. 

Thy vow and faith; that once forgot and slighted 
Aurelia in regard, the Marriage ready, 

The Priest and all the Ceremonies present, 

’Twas I that thundred loud; ’twas I that threatned; 

’Twas I that cast a dark face over heaven, 

And smote ye all with terrour. 

Dru, Yet consider, 

As ye are noble, as I have deserv’d ye; 

For yet ye are free: if neither faith nor promise, 

The deeds of elder times may be rcmcmbrcd, 

Let these new-dropping tears; for I still love ye, 

These hands held up to heaven. 

Dio. I must not pity ye, 
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TTis not wise in me. 

How ? not wise ? 

Dio. Nor honourable. 

A Princess is my Love, and doats upon me: 

A fair and lovely Princess is my Mistris. 

I^durn an Emperour: consider, Prophetess, 

Now mw embraces are for Queens and Princesses, 

For Ladies of high mark, for divine beauties: 

To look so low as this cheap common sweetness, 

\(l^ould speak me base, my names and glories nothing. 

I grant I*made a vow; what was I then? 

As she is now, of no sort, (hope made me promise) 

But now I am; to keep this vow, were monstrous 
A madness, and a low inglorious fondness. 

Dil. Take heed, proud man. 

Drus. Princes may love with Titles, 

But I with Truth. 

Dei. Take heed; here stands thy destinie; 

Thy Fate here follows. 

Dio. Thou doating Sorceress, 

Wouldst have me love this thing, that is not worthy 
To kneel unto my Saint ? to kiss her shadow ? 

Great Princes are her slaves; selected beauties 
Bow at her beck: the mighty Persian's Daughter 
(Bright as the breaking East, as mid-day glorious) 

Waits her commands, and grows proud in her pleasures, 
rie see her honour’d: some Match I shall think of, 

That shall advance ye both; mean time I’ll favour ye. [Exit, 
Del. Mean time I’le haunt thee. Cry not (wench) be con- 
EVc long, thou shalt more pity him (observe me) (fident, 
And pity him in truth, than now thou seck’st him: 

My art and I are yet con^panions. Come, Girl. [Exeunt. 


SCENE 11. 

Enter* QetZj LiSlors. 

Get. I am too merciful, 1 find it, friends, 
Of too soft a nature to be an Officer; 

I bear too much remorse. 

1 Lin. *Tis your own fiiuk. Sir; 
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A superstitious flock of scnskss people 
Wor^ipping a sign in Office? 

Get, Lay hold on her, 

And hold her fast, 

She’ll slip thorow your fingers like an Eel else; 

I know her tricks: hold her, I say, and bind her. 

Or hang her first, and then Fie tell her wherefote. 

Del, What have I done ? , 

Get. Thou hast done enough to undo thee; (warrant. 
Thou hast pressed to the Emperours presence .without my 
I being* his key and image. 

Del, You are an image indeed. 

And of the coursest stuff, and the worst making (Asse. 
That c’re I look’d on yet: Fie make as good an image of an 
Get, Besides, thou art a woman of a lewd life. 

Del, I am no whore, Sir, nor no common fame 
Has yet proclaim’d me to the people, vitious. 

Get, Thou art to me a damnable lewd woman. 

Which is as much as all the people swore it ; 

I know thou art a keeper of tame Devils : 

And whereas great and grave men of my place 
Can by the Laws be allow’d but one apiece, 

For their own services and recreations ; 

Thou, like a traiterous quean, keepst twenty devils ; 

Twenty in ordinary. 

Del, Pray ye. Sir, be pacified, 

If that be all : and if ye want a servant. 

You shall have one of mine shall serve for nothing. 

Faithful, and diligent, and a wise Devil too ; 

Think for what end. 

Get, Let her alone, ’tis useful ; 

We men of business must use 'spcedic servants : 

Let me sec your family. 

Del, Think but one, he is ready. 

Get, A Devil for intclligciice ? No, no, 

He will lye beyond all travellers. A State-Devil ? 

Neither ; he will undo me at mine own weapon. 

For execution ? he will hang me too. 

I would have a handsom^ pleasant and a fine she^evil, 

To entertain the Ladies that come to me ; 
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A travcllM Devil too, that ^>eaks the tongues, 

And a ileat carving DeviL [Musitk* 

Enter a sie-^eviL 
DeL Be not fearful. 

**Get» A prcttie brown devil i*faith j may I not kiss her ? 
DeL Vcs, and embrace her too ; she is your servant. 
Fear not ; her lips are coqI enough. 

Git. She is marvellous well mounted; what’s her name? 
• Del. Ludfera. 

Git. Come hither, Ludfera^ and kiss me. 

Del. Let her sit on your knee. 

Get. The Chair turns : hey-boys : 

Pleasant i’faith, and a fine facetious Devil. {Dance, 

Del. She would whisper in your car, and tell ye wonders. 
Get. Come; what’s her name? 

Del. Luctfera. (burnt to ashes. 

Git. Come, Lude^ come, speak thy mind. I am certain 

{Exeunt. 

I have a kind of Glassc-housc in my cod-piece. 

Arc these the flames of State ? I am rosted over, 

Over, and over-rosted. Is this Office ? 

The pleasure of authoritie ? Tie no more on’t, 

Till 1 can punish Devils too; I’lc quit it. 

Some other Trade now, and some course less dangerous, 

Or certainly Flc tylc again for two pence. 

SCENE III. 

Enter Charinus, Aurelia, Cassana, Ambassadoursy Attendants. 

Aur. Never dispute with me ; you cannot have her : 
Nor name the greatness of jfour King ; I scorn him : 

Your knees to me arc nothing; should he bow too. 

It were his dutie, and my power to slight him. 

Cha. She is her womarf ; never sue to me ; 

And in her power to render her, or keep her ; 

And she, my Sister, not to be compell’d, 

Nor have her own snatch’d from her. 

Amk We desire not, ^ 

But for what ransom she shall please to think of ; 

za 
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Jewels, or Towns, or Provinces. 

Aur^ No ransom. 

No, not your Kings own head, his crown upon it, 

And all the low subjedlions of his people. 

A mb. Fair Princes should have tender thoughts. 

Aur. Is she too good 

To wait upon the mighty Emperours Sister? 

What Princess of that sweetness,r or that excellence. 

Sprung from the proudest, and the mightiest Monarchs, 

But may be highly blest to be my servant ? 

Ca^f ’Tis most true, mighty Lady. 

Aur, Has my fair usage 
Made you so much despise me and your fortune. 

That ye grow weary of my entertainments ? 

Henceforward, as ye are, I will command ye, 

And as you were ordain’d my prisoner, 

My slave, and one I may dispose of any way. 

No more my fair Companion . tell your King so : 

And if he had more Sisters, I would have ’em, 

And use ’em as I please. You have your answer, (it. [Ex. 
A mb. We must take some other way: force must compel 

Enter Maximinian. 

Max, Now if thou beest a ProphetesSy and canst do 
Things of that wonder that thy tongue delivers, 

Canst raise me too . I shall be bound to speak thee : 

I half believe, confirm the other to me. 

And Monuments to all succeeding Ages, 

Of thee, and of thy piety. — Now she eyes me. 

Now work great power of art : she moves unto me : 

How sweet, how fair, and lovely her aspeils arc ! 

Her eyes like bright Eoan flanies shoot thorow me. 

Aur, O my fair friend, where have you been ? 

Max, What am I ? 

What does she take me for ? work still, work strongly. 

Aur, Where have you fled, my loves and my embraces? 
Max. I am beyond my wits. 

Aur. Can one poor Thunder, 

Whose causes are as coipmon as his noises, 

Make ye defer your lawM and free pleasures? 
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Strike terrour to a Souldiers heart, a Monarchs? 

Thorow all the fires of angry heaven, thorow tempests 
That sing of nothing but destruftion, 

Even undierneath the bolt of then ready. 

And aiming dreadfully, I would seek you. 

And flie into your arms. 

Max, I shall be mighty. 

And (which I never knev^ yet) I am goodly; 

For certain, a most handsom man. 

Cha, Fie, Sister, 

What a forgetful weakness is this in ye ? 

What a light presence ? these are words and offers 
Due only to your husband Dmienan ; 

This free behaviour only his. 

Aur, ’Tis strange 

That only empty names compel affedbons : 

This man, ye see, give him what name or title. 

Let it be ne’re so poor, ne’re so despis’d, Brother, 

This lovely man. — 

Max, Though I be hang’d, I’le forward : 

For, certain, I am excellent, and knew not. 

Aur, This rare and sweet young man, see how he looks. 
Max, ric justle hard, dear Uncle. (Sir. 

Aur, This thing, I say. 

Let him be what he will, or bear what fortune. 

This most unequall’d man, this spring of beauty 
Deserves the bed of Juno, 

Cha, You are not mad. 

Max, I hope she be ; I am sure I am little better. 
Aur, O fair, sweet man ! 

Cha, For shame refraii? this impudence. (blessing: 

Max, Would I had her alone, that 1 might seal this 
Sure, sure she should not beg : if this continue. 

As I hope, Heaven, it will; Uncle, Tie nick ye, 
ric nick ye, by this life, feme would fear killing 

In the pursuit now of so rare a venture ; 

* 

Enter Diocles. 

I am covetous to die for such a ^jcauty. 

Mine Uncle comes; now, if ^e stand, I am happie. 


357 



THE PROPHETESS Agr lu 

Cha, Be right again, for honours sake. 

Dio, Fair Mistris — 

Aur, What man is this? Away. What sawcy fellow? 
Dare any such base groom press to salute me? 

Dio, Have ye forgot me, Fair, or do you jest with me? 
rie tell ye what I am : come, ’pray ye look lovely. 

Nothing but frowns and scorns? 

Aur, Who is this fellow ? '' 

Dio, rie tell ye who I am : I am your husband. 

Aur, Husband to me ? * 

Dio, • To you. I am Dioclesian, 

Max, More of this sport, and I am made, old Mother: 
EfFedl but this thou hast begun. 

Dio, I am he, Lady, 

Reveng’d your Brothers death ; slew cruel Aper ; 

I am he the Souldier courts, the Empire honours. 

Your Brother loves; am he (my lovely Mistriss) 

Will make you Empress of the World. 

Max, Still excellent ; 

Now I see too, mine Uncle may be cozen’d: 

An Emperour may suffer like another. 

Well said, old Mother, hold up this miracle. 

Aur, Thou lyest, thou art not he: thou a brave fellow? 
Char, Is there no shame, no modesty in women ? 

Aur, Thou one of high and full mark ? 

Dio, Gods ! what ails she ? 

Aur, Generous and noble ? Fie, thou best most basely. 
Thy face, and all aspe(5ts upon thee, tell me 
Thou art a poor Dalmatian Slave, a low thing. 

Not worth the name of Roman ; stand off farther. 

Dio, What may this mean ? , 

Aur, Come hither, my Endymion ; 

Come, shew thy self, and all eyes be blessed in thee. 

Dio, Ha ? what is this ? 

Aur, Thou fair star that I live by, 

Look lovely on me, break into full brightness ; 

Look, here’s a face now, of another making, ** 

Another mold ; here’s a divine proportion, 

Eyes fit for Pharhus self to ^ild the World with ; 

And there’s a brow arch’d ake the State of Heaven ; 
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Look it bendS) and with what radiance. 

As if the Synod of the gods sate under; 

Look there, and wonder; now behold that fellow, 

That admirable thing, cut with an Axe out. (pence^ 

Afax Old Woman, though I cannot give thee rccom- 
Yct certainly, Til make thy name as glorious. 

Diff. Is this in truth ? 

Ci^ar, She is mad, and you must pardon her. 

^ jDw. She hangs upon him ; see. 

CAar, •Her fit is strong now, 

Be not you passionate. 
jDiV. She kisses. 
dan Let her ; 

'Tis but the fondness of her fit. 

D/ff, I am fool’d, 

And if I suffer this. 

CAar. ’Pray ye, friend, be pacified, 

This will be off anon ; she goes in. Aurelia. 

Dtp, Sirrah. 

Afax, What say you, Sir ? 

Dtp, How dare thy lips, thy base lips ? 

Afax, I am your Kinsman, Sir, and no such base one; 
I sought no kisses, nor I had no reason 
To kick the Princess from me ; ’twas no manners ; 

I never yet compell’d her ; of her courtesic. 

What she bestows. Sir, I am thankful for. 

Dtp. Be gone. Villain. 

Afax, I will, and I will go off with that glory, 

And magnifie my fate. 

Dip, Good Brother, leave me, 

I am to my self a trouble ^now. 

CAar, I am sorry for’t ; 

You^U find it but a woman-fit to try ye. 

Dh, It may be so, I .hope so. 

CAar, 1 am asham’d, and what I think I blush at. 

Dip, What misery hath my fortune bred me i 
And bow fiir must 1 suffer f Poor and low States, 

Though they know wants and hungers, know not these. 
Know not these killing Fates ; Uttle contents them, 

And with that little they live, Kings commanding, • 


lExit, 


[Exit, 


359 



THE PROP|lETES§ A^t irt 

And ordering both their ends and loves. O Honoiy ! 

How greedily men seek thee, and once purchased, 

How many Enemies to mans peace bringst thou ! 

How many griefs and sorrows, that like sheers. 

Like fatal Sheers, are sheering off our lives still ! 

How many sad Eclipses do we shine thorow ! 

Enter Delphia, Dri^silla, vaiPd, 

When I presum’d I was blessed in this fair woman. ^ 
Dei Behold him now, and tell me how thouMik’st him. 
Dio, • When all my hopes were up, and Fortune dealt me 
Even for the greatest, and the happiest Monarch, 

Then to be cozen’d, to be cheated basely ? 

By mine own Kinsman cross’d ? O villain Kinsman ! 

Curse of my blood ; because a little younger, 

A little smoother fac’d ; O false, false woman. 

False and forgetful of thy faith ; I’ll kill him. 

But can I kill her hate too ? No, he woos not. 

Nor worthy is of death, because she follows him, 

Because she courts him ; Shall I kill an innocent ? 

0 Diodes 1 would thou hadst never known this. 

Nor surfeited upon this sweet Ambition, 

That now lies bitter at thy heart ; O Fortune, 

That thou hast none to fool, and blow like bubbles, 

But Kings, and their Contents * 

Dei What think you now. Girl ? 

Dru, Upon my life, I pity his misfortune : 

See how he weeps ; I cannot hold. 

Del, Away, fool ; 

He must weep bloody tears before thou hast him. 

How fare ye now, brave Dioclesian ? 

What I lazy in your loves ? has too much pleasure 
Dull’d your most mighty faculties? 

Dio, Art thou there * , 

More to torment me ? dost thou come to mock me ? 

Dei, I do, and I do laugh at all thy sufierin^: 

I, that have wrought ’em, come to scorn thy wailings ; 

1 told thee once, this is thy fate, this woman. 

And as thou uscst her, so thou shalt prosper. 

It is not in thy power to turn this destiny, 
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Wot stop the torrent of those miseries 

(If thou negleftst her still) shall fall upon thee, 

Sith that thou art dishonest, false of faith, 

Proud, and dost think no Power can cross thy pleasures; 
Thou wilt find a Fate above thee. 

Dru, « Good Aunt, speak mildly ; 

Sec how he looks and suffers. 

Dio, I find and feel, nvoman, 

'HJhat I am miserable. 

Del, Thou art most miserable. 

Dio, That as I am the most, I am most miserable. 

But didst thou work this ? 

Del, Yes, and will pursue it, 

Dio, Stay there, and have some pity, fair Drusilla 
Let me perswade thy mercy, thou hast lov’d me. 

Although I know my suit will sound unjustly 
To make thy love the means to lose it self, 

Have pity on me. 

Dru, I will do. 

Del, Peace, N lecc. 

Although this softness may become your love, 

Your care must scorn it. Let him still contemn thee, 

And still ril work ; the same affeiftion 
He ever shews to thee, be it sweet or bitter. 

The same Aurelia shall shew him ; no further ; 

Nor shall the wealth of all his Empire free this. 

Dio, I must speak fair. Lovely young Maid, forgive me. 
Look gently on my sorrows ; you that grieve too, 

I see it in your eyes, and thus I meet it. 

Dru, O Aunt, I am bless’d. 

Dio, Be not both youpg and cruel. 

Again I beg it thus. 

Dru, Thus, Sir, I grant it. 

Enter Aurelia. 

He’s mine own now, Aunt. 

Del, Not yet, Girl, thou art cozen’d. 

Aur, O my dear Lord, ho ^ have I wrong’d your patience ! 
How wandred from the truth of my affections ! 

How (like a wanton fool) shun’d that I lov’d most I ♦ 


361 



THE PROPfET^SS Acjr iv 

But you arc full of goodness, to forgive, Sir, 

As I of grief to beg, and shame to take it ; 

Sure I was not my self, some strange illusion, 

Or what you please to pardon. 

Dio. All, my Dearest ; 

All, my Delight ; and with more pleasure take th#e. 

Than if there had been no such dream : for certain. 

It was no more. " 

Aur. Now you have seal’d forgiveness, * 

I take my leave, and the gods keep your goodness®. \Exit. 

Del. *You see how kindness prospers ; be but so kind 
To marry her, and see then what new fortunes, 

New joys and pleasures ; far beyond this Lady, 

Beyond her Greatness too. 

Dio. ril dye a dog first. 

Now I am reconcil’d, I will enjoy her 
In spight of all thy spirits, and thy witchcrafts. 

Del. Thou shah not, fool. 

Dio. I will, old doting Devil ; 

And wert thou any thing but air and spirit, 

My Sword should tell thee. 

Del. I contemn thy threatnings, 

And thou shalt know I hold a power above thee. 

We must remove Jure It a ; Come, farewel, fool. 

When thou shalt see me next, thou shalt bow to me. 

Dio. Look thou appear no more to cross my pleasures. 

[Exeunt. 


ASius Quartus. Scena Prima. 

Enter CHO^RUS. 

So full of matter ts our Historie^ 

Yet mixt 1 hope with sweet ve^tetie^ 

Yhe accidents not vulgar tooy hut rarCy 
And fit to he presented y that there wants 
Room in this narrow StagCy and time to express 
In Action to the lifey our Dioclesian 
In his full lustre: Yet (^s the Statuarjy 
%hat by the large size of Alcides’x fmty 
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Gu4i$s*d at his whit proportim) so we hope 
Tour apprehensive judgments will conceive 
Out ef the shadow we can only shew^ 

How fair the Body was ; and will be pleas'dy 
Out of your wonted goodnessy to behold 
As m a silent Mirroury what we cannot 
With fit conveniency of timey allowed 
For such Presentmentsf cloath tn vocal sounds, 

Tet with such Art the Subject ts convelgFdy 
TThat'every Scene and passage shall bo clear 
Even to the grossest Understander here. • 

[Loud Musick. 


Dumb Shew, 

Entety at one Door, Delpbuty Ambassadoursy They 
whisper together ; they take an Oath upon her hand ; 
She circles them (kneeling) with her Magick-rod; 
^cy rise and draw their Swords. EnteVy at the other 
cloor, DioclesiaHy CharinuSy Maximiniany Ntgery Aureliay 
CassanUy Guard ; Charinus and Niger perswading 
Aurelia ; She offers to embrace Maxtminian ; Diodes 
draws his Sword, keeps off Maximiniany turns to 
Aureliay kneels to her, lays his Sword at her feet, she 
scornfully turns away : Delphta gives a sign ; the 
Ambassadours and Souldicrs rush upon them, seize 
on Aureliay Cassanuy CharinuSy and Maximinian ; Dio- 
desiaUy and others offer to rescue them ; Ddpbia raisct> 
a mist; Exeunt Ambassadours and Prisoners, and the 
rest discontented. 

The skilful Delphia fading by sure proof 
The presence of Aurelia dini d the Beauty 
her Drusilla ; and in spight of CharmSy 
The Emperour her Brothery Great Charinus, 

Still ur/d her to the love of Dtoclesian, 

Deals with the Persian LegcUSy that were bound 
For the Ransom of Cassana, to remove • 
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Aurelia, Maximinian, and Charinus ^ 

Out of the sight of Rome ; but takes their Oaths 
(In lieu of her assistance) that they shall not 
On any terms^ when they were in their power^ 

Presume to touch their lives ; This fielded tOy 
They lye in ambush for Vm. Dioclesian 
Still mad for fair Aurelia, that doted 
As much on Maximinian, twic^ had kilVd him^ 

But that her frown restrained him : He pursues her 

With all humility \ hut she continues 

Proud and disdainful. The sign given by Delphia, 

The Persians break thoroWy and seize upon 
Charinus and his Sister^ with Maximinian, 

And free Cassana. For their speedy rescue^ 

Enraged Dioclesian draws his Swordy 

And bids his Guard assist him ; Then too weak 

Had been all opposition and resistance 

The Persians could have made against their fury^ 

If Delphia by her Cunning had not rais'd 
A foggy Misty whichy as a Cloudy conceaTd themy 
Deceiving their Pursuers, Now be pleas'dy 
That your imaginations may help you 
To think them safe in Persia, and Dioclesian 
For this disaster circled round with sorrow y 
Tet mindful of the wrong. Their future fortunes 
W e will present in ASiion ; and are holdy 
In that which followsy that the most shall sayy 
^Twas well heguny but the End crown'd the Play, 

[Exit. 


SCENE JI. 

Enter Diodes, Niger, Senatorsy Guard, 

Dio, Talk not of comfort; I , have broke my faith, 
And the gods fight against me ; and proud man, 
However magnihcd, is but as dust 
Before the raging whirl-wind of their justice. 

What is it to be great i ador’d on Earth ? 

When the immortal Powers -that arc above us 
Turn mil our Blessings into horrid Curses, 
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And laugh at our resistance, or prevention 
Of what they purpose? O the Furies that 
I feel within me ! whipt on, by their angers, 

For my tormentors. Could it else have fcen 
In Nature, that a few fugitive Persians^ 

Unfriended, and unarmed too, could have rob’d me 
(In Rm^ the World’s Metropolis^ and her glory ; 

In Rome^ where I command, inviron’d round 
With such invincible Trdops that know no fear. 

But want;^ of noble Enemies) of those jewels 
I priz’d above my life, and I want power 
To free them, if those gods 1 have provok’d 
Had not given spirit to the undertakers, 

And in their deed protefted ’em ? 

N/f. Great Casar^ 

Your safety does confirm you arc their care, 

And that nowe’r their practices reach others, 

You stand above their malice. 

1 Sen. Rome in us 

Offers (as means to further your revenge) 

The lives of her best Citizens, 

And all they stand possess’d of. 

1 Guard. Do but lead us on 

With that invincible and undaunted Courage 
Which waited bravely on you, when you appear’d 
The minion of Conquest j married rather 
To glorious Vii^tory, and we will drag 
(Though all the Enemies of life conspire 
Against our undertakings) the proud Persian.^ 

Out of his strongest hold. 

2 Guard. Be but your self, 

And do not talk but do. 

3 Guard. You have hands and swords. 

Limbs to make up a well proportion’d Army, 

That only want in you •aii Head to lead us. 

Dio, The gods reward your goodness; and believe, 
Howe’r (for some great sin) I am mark’t out 
The objeft of their hate, though Jove stood ready 
To dart bis three-fold thunder on this head, 

It could not fright me from a* fierce pursuit 


365 



Act IV 


THE PROPHETESS 

<! 

Of my revenge; I will redeem my friends, 

And with my friends mine honour ; at least fell 
Like to my self, a Souldier. 

Nig, Now we hear 
Great Dioclesian speak. 

Dio. Draw up our Legions, 

And let it be your care (my much lov’d Niger) 

To hasten the remove ; And, fellow Souldiers, 

Your love to me will teach you to endure 
Both long and tedious Marches. 

I Guard. Dye he accurs’d 
That thifiks of rest or sleep, before he sets 
His foot on P^n/fl«-Earth. 

Ntg. We know our glory ; 

The dignity of Rome^ and what’s above 
All can be urg’d, the quiet of your mind 
Depends upon our haste. 

Dio. Remove to night , 

Five days shall bring me to you. 

All. Happiness 
To Casar^ and glorious victory. {^ExeiM. 

Dto, The cheerfulness of my Souldiers gives assurance 
Of good success abroad ; if first I make 
My peace at home here. There is something chides me, 
And sharply tells me, that my breach of faith 
To Delphta and Dtustlloy is the ground 
Of my misfortunes ; And I must remember. 

While I was lov’d, and in great Delphta^s Grace, 

She was as my good Angel, and bound Fortune 
To prosper my designs ; I must appease her ; 

Let others pay their Knees, their Vows, their Prayers 
To weak imagin’d Powers; She is my All, 

And thus I do invoke her. Knowing Delphia^ 

Thou more than Woman, and though thou vouchsafest 
To grace the Earth with thy celestial Steps, 

And taste this grosser air, thy heavenly Spirit 
Hath free access to all the secret Counsels 
Which a full Senate of the gods determine 
When they consider man : The brass leav’d Book 
Of Fate lies open to thee, where thou read’st, 
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And fiishionest the destinies of men 

At thy. wish’d pleasures; Look upon thy creature, 

And as thou twice hast pleased to appear 
To reprehend my 6ilsho(^ now vouchsafe 
To sec my low submission. [Delphia and Drusilla appear* 
Dei What’s thy Will ? 

False, and unthankful, (and in that deserving 
All humane sorrows) darst thou hope from me 
Relief or Comfort ? • 

* Dio. Penitence docs appease 
Th’ inceitsed Powers, and Sacrifice takes off 
Their heavy angers ; thus I tender both ; 

The Master of great Rome^ and in that, Lord 
Of all the Sun gives heat and being to, 

Thus sues for mercy ; Be but as thou wcrt, 

The Pilot to the Bark of my good fortunes, 

And once more steer my adtions to the Port 
Of glorious Honour, and if I fall off 
Hereafter from my faith to this sweet Virgin, 

Joyn with those Powers that punish perjury, 

To make me an example to deter 
Others from being false. 

Dru, Upon my soul, 

You may believe him ; nor did he e’r purpose 
To me but nobly ; he made tryal how 
I could endure unkindness ; I see Truth 
Triumphant in his sorrow. Dearest Aunt, 

Both credit him, and help him ; and on assurance 
That what I plead for, you cannot deny, 

I raise him thus, and with this willing kiss 
I seal his ^rdon. 

Dio. O that I e’r lookt 
Beyond this abstrad of all womans goodness. 

Del. I am thine again ; thus I , confirm our league ; 

I know thy wishes, and Jiow much thou suflTcr’st 
In honour for thy friends ; thou shalt repair all ; 

For to thy Fleet I’U give a forc-nght wind 
To pass me Persian Gulf; remove all lets 
That may molest thy Souldicrs in their March 
That pass by land, and destiny<»is false. 
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If thou prove not viftorious ; remember, 

When thou art rais’d up to the highest point 
Of humane happiness, such as move beyond it 
Must of necessity descend. Think on’t, 

And use those Blessings that the gods pour on you 
With moderation. 

Dio. As their Oracle 
I hear you, and obey you, and 'will follow 
Your grave diredfions. ' 

Del. You will not repent it. [^Exeuni. 

SCENE III. 

Enter Niger, Geta, Guards SouldierSy Ensigns. 

Nig. How do you like your entrance to the War? 
When the whole Body of the Army moves, 

Shews it not gloriously ? 

Get. ’T IS a fine May^game ; 

But eating and drinking I think are forbad in’t, 

(I mean, with leisure) we walk on, and feed 
Like hungry Boys that haste to School ; or as 
We carried Fish to the City, dare stay no where. 

For fear our ware should stink. 

1 Guard. That’s the necessity 
Of our speedy March. 

Get. Sir, I do love my case, 

And though I hate all Seats of Judicature, 

I mean in the City, for conveniency, 

I still will be a Justice in the War, 

And ride upon my foot-cloth. I hope a Captain 
(And a gown’d-Captain too) may be dispcnc’d with. 

I tell you, and do not mock me, when I was poor, 

I could endure like others, cold and hunger; 

But since I grew rich, let but my finger ake, 

Or feel but the least pain in my great Toe, 

Unless I have a Dodfor, mine own Doftor, 

That may assure me, I am gone. 

Nig. Come, fear not; 

You shall want nothing. 

i Guard. We will make you fight, 
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As you were mad. 

Get.* Not too much of fighting, friend; 

It is thy trade, that art a common Souldicr; 

We Officers, by our place, may share the spoil. 

And never sweat for’t. 

2 Guard. You shall kill for pradlice 
But your Moaen or two a day. 

Get. Thou talkst as jf 

Thou wert lousing thy self; but yet I will make danger, 

11^ I prove. one of the Worthies, so; However, 
ril have the fear of the gods before my eyes. 

And do no hurt I warrant you. 

Nig. Come, march on. 

And humour him for our mirth. 

1 Guard. *Tis a fine peak-Goose, 

Nig. But one that fools to the Emperour, and in that, 
A wise man, and a Souldier. 

I Guard. True morality. [Exeunt. 

SCENE IV. 

Enter Cosroe, Cassana, Persians', and Charinus, Maximinian, 
Aurelia, bound, with Souldiers. 

Cos. Now by the Persian gods, most truly welcome. 
Encompass’d thus with tributary Kings, 

I entertain you. Lend your helping hands 
To scat her by me ; and thus rais’d, bow all 
To do her honour ; O my best Cassana, 

Sister, and Partner of my Life and Empire, 

Wc’Il teach thee to forget with present pleasures 
Thy late Captivity ; and this proud Roman, 

That us’d thee as a Slave,*and did disdain 
A Princely Ransome, shall, if she repine. 

Be forc’d by various Tortures, to adore 
What she of late contcmifd. 

Cas. All greatness ever 
Attend Cosroe ; though Persia be styl’d 
The Nurse of Pomp and Pride, we’ll leave to Rome 
Her native Cruelty. For know, Aurelia, 

A Roman Princess, and a Casah Sister 


B.-F. V. 


A A 


369 



THE PROPkETESS Act iv 

i ^ 

Though late, like thee captiv’d, I can forget 
Thy barbarous usage ; and though thou to me 
(When I was in thy power) didst shew thy self, 

A most insulting Tyranness, I to thee 
May prove a gentle Mistriss. 

Aur, O my Stars, 

A Mistriss ? can I live and owe that name 
To flesh and blood ? I was born to command. 

Train’d up in Soveraignty ; and I, in death 
Can quit the name of Slave ; she that scorns lifo^ 

May mqpk Captivity. 

Char, Rome will be Rome 
When we are nothing ; and her power’s the same 
Which you once quak’d at. 

Max, Dtoclesian lives ; 

Hear it and tremble ; Lives (thou King of Persia) 

The Master of his Fortune, and his Honour ; 

And though by devilish arts we were surpriz’d. 

And made the prey of Magick and of Theft, 

And not won nobly, we shall be redeem’d. 

And by a Roman War ; and every wrong 
We suflFer here, with interest, be return’d 
On the insulting doer. 

1 Per, Sure these Romans 
Arc more than men. 

2 Per, Their great hearts will not yield. 

They cannot bend to any adverse Fate, 

Such is their Confidence. 

Cos, They then shall break. 

Why, you rebellious Wretches, dare you still 
Contend when the last breath, or nod of mine 
Marks you out for the fire ? or ’to be made 
The prey of Wolves or Vulturs ? the vain name 
Of Roman Legions, I slight thus, and scorn j 
And for that boasted bug bear, Dioclesiany 
(Which you presume on) would he were the master 
But of tne spirit, to meet me in the field. 

He soon should find that our immortal Squadrons, 

That with full numbers ever arc supply’d, 

(Could it be possible they should decay) 
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Dare front his boldest Troops^ and scatter htnii 
As an high towring Falcon on her stretcheS| 

Severs the fearful fowl. And by the Sun, 

The Moon, the Winds, the nourishers of life. 

And by this Sword, the instrument of death, 

Since that you fly not humbly to our mercy 
But yet dJrc hope your liberty by force; 

If Dioclesian dare not attempt 

To free you with his Sword, all slavery 

That cruelty can find out to make you wretched. 

Falls heavy on you. < 

Max. If the Sun keep his course, 

And the Earth can bear his Souldiers march, I fear not, 
Aur. Or liberty, or revenge. 

Char. On that I build too. [vf Trumpet. 

Aur. A Roman Trumpet ! 

Max. ’Tis; comes it not like 
A pardon to a man condemn’d ? 

Cos. Admit him. 

Enter Niger. 

The purpose of thy coming ? 

Nig. My great Master, 

The Lord of Korney (in that all Power is spoken) 

Hoping that thou wilt prove a noble Enemy, 

And (m thy bold resistance) worth his conquest. 

Defies thee, Cosroe. 

Max. There is fire in this. 

Nig. And to encourage thy laborious powers 
To tug for Empire, dares thee to the field, 

With this assurance, if thy Sword can win him, 

Or force his Legions with thy barbed horse, 

But to forsake their ground, that not alone 
Wingfd Viftory shall take stand on thy Tent, 

But all the Provinces, and ICingdoms held 
By the Roman Garrisons in this Eastern World, 

Shall be deliver’d up, and he himself 
Acknowledge thee his Sovcrcigii. In return 
Of this large ofier, he asks only ^is. 

That till the doubtful Die of War determine 
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Who has most power, and should command the other, 

Thou wouldst entreat thy Prisoners like their BirtSs, 

And not their present Fortune; and to bring ’em, 

Guarded, into thy Tent, with thy best strengths, 

Thy ablest men of War, and thou thy self 
Sworn to make good the place. And if he fail 
(Maugre all opposition can be made) 

In his own person to compel hi^ way. 

And fetch them safely off, the day is thine. 

And he, like these, thy Prisoner. 

CasA Though I receive this 
But as a Roman Brave, I do embrace it, 

And love the sender. Tell him, I will bring 
My Prisoners to the field, and without odds. 

Against his single force, alone defend ’em ; 

Or else with equal numbers. Courage, noble Princes, 

And let Posterity record, that we 

This memorable day restor’d to Per stay 

That Empire of the World, great Philifs Son, 

Ravish’d from us, and Greece gave up to Rome, 

This our strong comfort, that we cannot fall 
Ingloriously, since we contend for all. [Exeunt, 

[Flourish, Alarms, 


SCENE V. 

Enter Geta, Guardy Souldiers, 

Get. I’ll swear the Peace against ’em, I am hurt, 

Run for a Surgeon, or I faint. 

1 Guard, Bear up, man, 

’Tis but a scratch. 

Get, Scoring a man o’r thfe Coxcomb 

Is but a scratch with you ! o* your occupation, 

Your scurvy scuffling trade ; I was told before 

My face was bad enough ; but now 1 look 

Like bloody Bone, and raw head, to fright Children ; 

I am for no use else. 

2 Guard, Thou shalt fright men. 

1 Guard, You look ^ terrible now ; but see your face 
In the Pummel of my Sword. 

37 « 



Sc. V THE pioPHETESS 

f 

• 

Get. I dye, I am gone. 

Oh my Wcct physiognomy. 

Enter three Persians. 

2 Guard, They come, 

Now figh^ or dye indeed. 

Get. I will ’scape this way ; 

I cannot hold my Sword what would you have 
Otf a maim’d man ? 

1 Guat^d, Nay, then I have a goad 
To prick you forward, Oxe. 

2 Guard, Fight like a Man, 

Or dye like a Dog. 

’ Get, Shall I, like Casar^ fall 
Among my friends ? no mercy ? Et tu Brute ? 

You shall not have the honour of my death, 

I’ll fall by the Enemy first. 

1 Guard. O brave, brave Geta^ [Persians driven eff. 
He plays the Devil now. 

Enter Niger. 

l^ig. Make up for honour, 

The Persiam shrink. T'he passage is laid open, 

Great Dioclestan^ like a second Man^ 

His strong arm govern’d by the fierce Bellona^ 

Performs more than a man ; his shield struck full 
Of Per nan Darts, which now arc his defence 
Against the Enemies Swords, still leads the way. 

Of all the Persian Forces, one strong Squadron, 

\Alarm*s continued. 

In which Cosroe in his o\%n person fights. 

Stands firm, and yet unrouted ; Break thorow that. 

The day, and all is ouis. \^Ritreat. 

AIL Victory, Victory. \^Exeunt, Flourish, 
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SCENE VI. 

Enter y in Triumph with Roman Ensignsy Guardy Dioclesian, 
Charinus, Aurelia, Maximinian, Niger, Geta, Cosroe, 
Cassana, Persiansy as Prisoners ; Delphia, and 
Drusilla, privately. r 

Dio, I am rewarded in the Kdi ; your freedome 
To me*s ten thousand Triumphs; You Sir, share. 

In all my glories. And unkind Aureliay , 

From being a Captive, still command the Viftor. 

Nephew,* remember by whose gift you are free; 

You I afford my pity ; baser minds 
Insult on the afflided, you shall know, 

Vertue and Courage are admir’d and lov’d 
In Enemies ; but more of that hereafter. 

Thanks to your valour ; to your Swords I owe 
This Wreath triumphant. Nor be thou forgot 
My first poor Bondman, Getay I am glad 
Thou art turn’d a fighter. 

Get, ’Twas against my will ; 

But now I am content with’t. 

Char, But imagine 

What honours can be done to you beyond these. 
Transcending all example; ’tis in you 
To will, in us to serve it. 
l^ig. We will have 

His Statue of pure gold set in the Capitol, 

And he that bows not to it as a god. 

Makes forfeit of his head. 

Max, I burst with envy ; 

And yet these honours, which cotferr’d on me. 

Would make me pace on air, seem not to move him. 

Dio, Suppose this done, or were it possible 
I could rise higher still, I am a n\an. 

And all these glories. Empires heap’d upon me, 

Confirm’d by constant friends, and faithful Guards, 

Cannot defend me from a shaking Feaver, 

Or bribe the uncorrupted Dart of Death 
To spare me one short minute. Thus adorned 
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In these ttiumphant Robes, my body yields not 
A greater shadow, than it did when I 
Liv’d both poor and obscure ; a Swords sharp point 
Enters my flesh as far; dreams break my sleep 
As when I was a private man ; my missions 
Arc stronger tyrants on me ; nor is Greatness 
A saving •Antidote to keep me from 
A Traytors poyson. Shall I praise my fortune, 

Or raise the building of tny happiness 

On her lyicertain favour? or presume 

She is mine own, and sure, that yet was never 

Constant to any ? Should my reason fail me * 

(As flattery oft corrupts it) here’s an example, 

To speak how far her smiles are to be trusted ; 

The rising Sun, this morning, saw this man 
The Persian Monarch, and those Subjeifls proud 
That had the honour but to kiss his feet ; 

And yet e’rc his diurnal progress ends, 

He is the scorn of Fortune : but you’ll say. 

That she forsook him for his want of courage, 

But never leaves the bold. Now by my hopes 
Of peace and quiet here, I never met 
A braver Enemy ; and to make it good, 

Casroty Cassanoy and the rest, be free. 

And ransom less return. 

Cm. To sec this vertue 
Is more to me than Empire ; and to be 
O’rcomc by you, a glorious vidfory. 

Max. What o’ Devil means nc next ? 

Dio. I know that glory 
Is like Alddes^ Shirt, if it stay on us 
Till pride hath mixt it ^ith our blood ; nor can we 
Part with it at pleasure : when we would uncase, 

It brings along with it both flesh and sinews, 

And leaves us living Monsters. 

Max, Would It were come 
To my turn to put it on : I’d run the hazard. 

Dio. No, I will not be pluck’d out by the cars 
Out of this glorious Castle ; uncompcU’d 
I will surrender rather ; Let k suffice 
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I have toucht the height of humane happiness, 

And here I fix nil ultra. Hitherto 
I have liv’d a servant to ambitious thoughts, 

And fading glories ; what remains of life, 

I dedicate to Vertue ; and to keep 
My faith untainted, farewel Pride and Pomp, 

And circumstance of glorious Majestie, 

Farewel for ever. Nephew, I have noted, 

That you have long with sore ey^ look’d upon 
My flourishing Fortune ; you shall have possession^ 

Of my felicity ; I deliver up 

My Empire, and this gem I priz’d above it. 

And all things else that made me worth your envy. 

Freely unto you. Gentle Sir, your suffrage. 

To strengthen this ; the Souldiers love I doubt not ; 

His valour, Gentlemen, will deserve your favours, 

Which let my prayers further. All is yours ; 

But I have been too liberal, and giv’n that 
I must beg back again. 

Max, What am I fain from ! 

Dio, Nay, start not ; it is only the poor Grange, 

The Patrimony which my father left me, 

I would be Tenant to. 

Max, Sir, I am yours ; 

I will attend you there. 

Dio, No, keep the Court ; 

Seek you in Rome for honour : I will labour 
’ To find content elswhere. Disswade me not. 

By , I am resolv’d. And now Drusillay 

Being as poor as when I vow’d to make thee 
My wife, if thy love since hath felt no change, 

I am ready to perform it. ^ 

Dru, I still lov’d 

Your Person, not your fortunes : in a cottage, 

Being yours, I am an Empress. 

Del, And Fie make 
The chan^ most happy. 

Dio, Do me then the honour, 

To sec my vow perform’d. You but attend 
My Glories to the urn ; where be it ashes, 
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Actv the prophetess 

Wclcom my mean estate : and as a due, 

Wish rwt to me, I honour unto you. 

j4£tus Quintus. Scena Prima. 

Enter CHORUS. 

CKo. The War with glory ended \ and Cosroc 
(Acknowledging his feajfie to Channusj 
Dismissed in peace^ returns to Persia : 

The rest^ arriving safely unto Rome^ 

Are entertained with triumphs : Maximinian, 

By the grace and inter cession of his Unilcy 
Saluted Caesar .* hut good Dioclesian, 

Weary of Pomp and State^ retires himself 
With a small Train^ to a most private Grange 
In Lombardie ; where the glad Countrey strives 
With Rural Sports to give him entertainment : 

With which delightedj he with ease forgets 
All specious trifles^ and securely tastes 
The certain pleasures of a private life. 

But oh Ambition^ that eats into 
With venom* d teethy true thankfulnessy and honour y 
And to support her greatnesSy fashions fearsy 
Doubt Sy and preventions to decline all danger Sy 
Which in the place of safeticy prove her rutne : 

All which be pleas^'d to see in Maxiininian, 

To whomy his confer'* d Sovera\^ignt\y was like 
A large sail filPd full with a fore-right windy 
That drowns a smaller Bark, and he once fain 
Into ing^atitudcy makes no stop in mtschiefy 
But violently runs on. Allow Maximinian ally 
Honour y and Empirey diisolute command ; 

Tet being illy long great he cannot stand, [Exit. 

SCENE II. 

Enter Maximinian, and Aurelia. 

Aur. Why droops my Lor^, my Love, my life, my Caisari 
How ill this dulness doth comport with greatness ! 

Does not (with open arms) youi* fortune court you ? 
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Rme know you for her Master, I my self * 

Confess you for my husband? love, and serve you?* 

If you contemn not these, and think them curses, 

I know no blessings that ambitious flesh 
Could wish to feel beyond ’em. 

Max, Best Aurelia^ 

The parent and the nurse to all my Glories, 

’Tis not that thus embracing you^ I think 
There is a Heaven beyond it, that begets 
These sad retirements ; but the fear to lose • 

What it is hell to part with ; better to have liv’d 
Poor and obscure, and never scal’d the top 
Of hilly Empire, than to die with fear 
To be thrown headlong down, almost as soon 
As we have reach’d it. 

Aur, These are Pannick terrours 
You fashion to your self : Is not my Brother 
(Your equal and copartner in the Empire) 

Vow’d and confirm’d your friend ? the Souldier constant ? 

Hath not your Uncle Dtoclesian taken 

His last farewel o’th’ world ^ What then can shake ye ? 

Max, The thought I may be shaken : and assurance 
That what we do possess is not our own. 

But has depending on anothers favour : 

For nothing’s more uncertain (my Aurelia) 

Than power that stands not on his proper Basis, 

But borrows his foundation. I’le make plain 
My cause of doubts and fears ; for what should I 
Conceal from you, that are to be familiar 
With my most private thoughts? Is not the Empire 
My Uncles gift? and may he not resume it 
Upon the least distaste? Does r.ot Charinus 
Cross me m my designs? And what is Majestic 
When ’tis divided ? Does not the insolent Souldier 
Call my command his donative ? * And what can take 
More from our honour? No (my wise Aurelia^ 

If I to you am more than all the world, 

As sure you are to mej as we desire 
To be secure, we must be absolute, 

And }tnow no equal : wheft your Brother borrows 
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• 

The little splendor that he has from us, 

And we are serv’d for fear, not at entreaty, 

We may live safe ; but til! then, we but walk 
With hcavie burthens on a sea of glass, 

And our own weight will sink us. 

Aur* Your Mother brought you 
Into the iSrorld an Emperour: you perswade 
But what I would have cyunsell’d : Nearness of blood, 
Respeft of pietie, and thankfulness, 

And all the holy dreams of vertuous fools 
Must vanish into nothing, when Ambition ^ 

^hc maker of great minds, and nurse of honour) 
ruts in for Empire. On then, and forget 
9 Your simple Uncle ; think he was the Master 
(In being once an Emperour) of a Jewel, 

Whose worth and use he knew not : For Charinus^ 

No more my Brother, if he be a stop 
To what you purpose ; he to Me’s a stranger, 

And so to be remov’d. 

Max. Thou more than woman. 

Thou masculine Greatness, to whose soaring spirit 
To touch the stars seems but an easie flight ; 

O how I glory in thee * those great women 
Antiquitie is proud of, thou but nam’d. 

Shall be no more remem bred : but persevere, 

And thou shalt shine among those lesser lights, 

Enter Charinus, Niger, Guard. 

To all postcritic like another Phebe^ 

And so ador’d as she is. 

Aur. Here’s Charinuiy 
His brow furrow’d with aftger. 

Max. Let him storm. 

And you shall hear me thunder. 

Cha. He dispose of 

My Provinces at his pleasure? and confer 
Those honours (that arc only mine to give) 

Upon his creatures? 

Nig. Mighty Sir, ascribe it 
To his assurance of your love and favour, 
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And not to pride or malice. 

Cha, No, good 'Niger^ 

Courtesie shall not fool me ; he shall know 
I lent a hand to raise him, and defend him. 

While he continues good : but the same strength 
If pride make him usurp upon my Right, 

Shall strike him to the Center. You are well m#t. Sir. 

Max, As you make the Enc9unter: Sir, I hear, 
That you repine, and hold your self much griev’d, 

In that, without your good leave, I bestow’d » 

The Galjjan Proconsulship upon 
A follower of mine. 

Cha. ’Tis true : and wonder 
You durst attempt it. 

Max, Durst, Charinus ? 

Cha. Durst : 

Again, I speak it : Think you me so tame, 

So leaden and unacStive, to sit down 

With such dishonour ? But, recal your grant. 

And speedily ; or by the Roman 

Thou tnpst thine own heels up, and hast no part 
In Rome^ or in the Empire. 

Max. Thou hast none, 

But by permission : Alas, poor CharinuSy 
Thou shadow of an Emperour, I scorn thee. 

Thee, and thy foolish threats: the gods appoint him 
The absolute disposer of the Earth, 

That has the sharpest sword. I am sure, Charinusy 
Thou wear’st one without edge. When cruel Aper 
Had kill’d Numenanusy thy Brother, 

(An a<5l that would have made a trembling coward 
More daring than Alcidei) thy base fear 
Made thee wink at it : then rose up my Uncle 
(For the honour of the Empire, and of Rome) 

Against the Traitor, and among h*is Guards 
Punish’d the treason : This bold daring aft 
Got him the Souldiers suffrages to be Casar. 

And howsoever his too gentle nature 
Allow’d thee the name only^ as his gift, 

I challenge the succession. 
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Cha, •Thou ar[t] cozen’d. 

When \he receiver of a courtesic 
Cannot sustain the weight it carries with it, 

'Tis but a Trial, not a present A£t. 

Thou hast in a few dayes of thy short Reign, 

In over-wcening pride, riot and lusts. 

Sham’d m>ble Dioclesiany and his gift: 

Nor doubt I, when it shall arrive unto 

His certain knowledge, hbw the Empire groans 

Wnder tl\y Tvranny, but he will forsake 

His private life, and once again resume 

His laid-by Majestic : or at least, make choice 

Of such an Atlas as may bear this burthen, 

Too heavic for thy shoulders. To effect this, 

Lend your assistance. Gentlemen, and then doubt not 
But that this mushroom (sprung up in a night) 

Shall as soon wither. And for you, Aureltay 
If you esteem your honour more than tribute 
Paid to your loathsome appetite, as a Furie 
Flie from his loose embraces : so farewel ; 

E’re long you shall hear more, [Exeunt. 

Aur. Are you struck dumb. 

That you make no reply ? 

Max, Sweet, I will do, 

And after talk : I will prevent their plots, 

And turn them on their own accursed heads. 

My Uncle? good: I must not know the names 
Of Pictie or ritic. Steel my heart. 

Desire of Empire, and instruct me, that 
The Prince that over others would bear sway, 

Checks at no Let that stops him in his way. [Exeunt. 

StENE III. 

Enter three She/he rdsy and two Countreymen. 

1 Sbep. Do you think this great man will continue here i 

2 Ship. Continue here? what else? he has bought the 

A great man, with a great Inheritance, (great Farm; 

And all the ground about it, all the woods too ; 

And stock’d it like an Emper^ur. Now, all our ^rts again 

38* 



Act V 


THE PROPHETESS 

ft 

And all our merry Gambols, our may-Ladics, 

Our cvening-daunces on the Green, our Songs, 

Our Holiday good cheer, our Bag-pipes now Boyes, 

Shall make the wanton Lasses skip again, 

Our Sheep-sheerings, and all our knacks. 

3 Shep. But hark ye, 

We must not call him Emperour. 

1 Countr. That’s all one; 

He is the King of good fellows, that’s no treason ; 

And so rie call him still, though I be hang’d for’t. 

I grant ye, he has given his honour to another man, 

He cannot give his humour : he is a brave fellow, 

And will love us, and we’l love him. Come hither Ladon^ 
What new Songs, and what geers? 

3 Shep, Enough : I’le tell ye 
He comes abroad anon to view his grounds, 

And with the help of Thirsts^ and old Egon^ 

(If his whorson could be gon) and Amaryllisy 

And some few more o’th’ wenches, we will meet him. 

And strike him such new springs, and such free welcoms. 
Shall make him scorn an Empire, forget Majestic, 

And make him bless the hour he liv’d here happy. 

2 Countr, And we will second ye, we honest Carters, 
We lads o’th’ lash, with some blunt entertainment, 

Our Teams to two pence, will give him some content, 

Or we’ll bawl fearfully. 

3 Shep, He cannot expert now 

‘ His Courtly entertainments, and his rare Musicks, 

And Ladies to delight him with their voyces; 

Honest and cheerful toyes from honest meanings, 

And the best hearts they have. We must be neat all: 

On goes my russet jerkin with bli^ buttons. 

I Sh^p, And my green slops I was married in ; my bonnet 
With my carnation point with Silver ti^ boyes: 

You know where I won it. 

1 C&untr. Thou wilt ne’re be old, Alexis, 

I &hep. And I shall find some tojes that have been favors, 
And nose-gayes, and such knacks: tor there be wenches. 

3 Zhep, My mantle goes on too I plaid young faru in, 
And the new garters Amaryllis sent me. 
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1 CounA Yes, yes : we*l all be handsom, and wash our faces. 
Neighbour, I see a remnant of March dust 

That’s hatch’d into your chaps: I pray ye be carcfull, 

Entfr Geta. 

And mundifie your muzzel. 

2 Cmnir, I’le to th’ Barbers, 

It shall cost me I know what. Who’s this ? 

3 Shep. Give room, neighbours, 

A* great man in our State: gods bless your worship. 

2 Countr, Encrease your Mastership. 

Get, Th'^nks, my good people : 

Stand off, and know your duties : as I take it 
You are the labouring people of this village. 

And you that keep the sheep. Stand farther off yet. 

And mingle not with my authontie, 

I am too mighty for your companie. 

3 Ship, We know it Sir ; and we desire your worship 
To reckon us amongst your humble servants, 

And that our Country bports. Sir, — 

Get, For your Sports, Sir, 

They may be seen, when I shall think convenient. 

When out of my discretion, I shall view ’em, 

And hold ’em fit for licence. Ye look upon me. 

And look upon me seriously, as ye knew me : 

’Tis true, I have been a Rascal, as you arc, 

A fellow of no mention, nor no mark. 

Just such another piece of durt, so fashion’d : 

But Time, that purifies all things of merit. 

Has set another stamp. Come nearer now, 

And be not fearfull ; I take off my austcritie : 

And know me for the gr^t and mightv Steward 
Under this man of honour: know ye for my vassals, 

And at my pleasure I can dispeople vc, 

Can blow you and your caucl out o*th’ Country : 

But fear me, and have favour. Come, go along with me, 
And I will hear your Songs, and perhaps like ’em. 
tSbep, I hope you will. Sir, 

Geta, ’Tis not a thing impossible. 

Perhaps I’le sing my self, the more to grace ye, 
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And if I like your women. 

3 Shep. We’l have the best, Sir, 

Handsom young Girls. 

Geta, The handsomer, the better. 

Enter Delphia. 

*May bring your wives too, ’twill be all one change to ye ; 
For I must know your families. 

Del, ’Tis well said, 

*Tis well said, honest friends ; I know ye are hatching « 
Some pleasurable sports for your great Landlord : 

Fill him* with joy, and win him a friend to ye, 

And make this little Grange seem a large Empire, 

Let out with home-contents : Tie work his favour. 

Which daily shall be on ye. 

3 Shep, Then we’l sing daily, 

And make him the best Sports. 

Del, Instruct ’em GetOy 
And be a merry man again. 

Geta. Will ye lend me a devil, 

That we may dance a while ? 

Del, rie lend thee two. 

And Bag-pipes that shall blow alone. 

Get, I thank ye : 

But rie know your devils of a cooler complexion first. 
Come, follow, follow ; Tie go sit and see ye. [Exeunt, 

Enter Diodes, and Drusilla. 

Del, Do ; and be ready an hour hence, and bring ’em ; 
For in the Grove you’l find him. 

Dio, Come DrusUlay 

The partner of my best content^: I hope now 
You dare believe me. 

Dru, Yes, and dare say to ye, 

I think ye now most happie. 

Dio, You say true, Sweet, 

For by my , I find now by experience, 

Content was never Courtier. 

Dru, I pray ye walk on. Sir; 

The cool shades of the Grove invite ye. 
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Dio* my Dearest!^ 

When •man has cast ofiF his ambitious greatness, 

Jjmd sunk into the sweetness of himself i 
ftplt his foundation upon hon^ thoughts, 

Jmt great, but good desires his daily servants; 

How qui^ljly he sleeps ! how joymlly 
fife wakfil a^in, and looks on his possessions, 

And from his willing labours feeds with pleasure ? 

Bfcfp bang no Comets m the shapes of Crowns, 

Xd? shake our sweet contents : nor here, Drusilla^ 

Qares, likfe Eclipses, darken our endeavours : 

We love here without rivals, kiss with innocence^ 

Our thoughts as gentle as our lips ; our children 
Tho double heirs both of our forms and faiths. 

Dra. I am glad ye make this right use of this sweetness, 
This sweet retiredness. 

Dio* ’Tis sweet indeed, love, 

And every circumstance about it, shews it. 

How liberal is the spring in every place here ? 

The artificial Court shews but a shadow, 

A painted imitation of this glory. 

Smell to this flower, here nature has her excellence : 

Let all the perfumes of the Empire pass this, 

The carefull’st Ladies cheek shew such a colour, 

They are gilded and adulterate vanities. 

And here in Povertie dwells noble nature. 

What pains we take to cool our wines, to allay us, 

iMusick Mow, 

And bury quick the fuming god to quench us, 

Methinks this Crystal Well# — Ha ! what strange Musick I 
*Tis underneath, sure ; how it stirs and joys me f 
How all the birds set on f the fields redouble 
Their odorifcrows'iwoets?* Hark how the echo’s — 

Mntor a ^irit from the IVtlL 

Druu See, Sir, those flowers 

out the Well, spring to your entertainment. 

Aa/rr Delphia. 

^io. Bless' me. 
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Dru. Be hot afraid, ’tis some good Angel 
That^s come to Welcotne ^e. 

DeL Go near and hear, Son, [SO-ATG. 

Dto, O Mother, thank fe, thank ye, this was your will. 
DeL You shall not want delights to blesS your presence. 
Now ye are honest, all the Stars shall honour ye* 

o 

Enter Shepherds and dancers. 

Stay, here are Country-shepherds i here is some sport too, 
And you must grace it, Sir ; ’twas meant to welcom ye f 
A King shall never feel your joy. Sit down Son. 

< A dance of Shepherds and Shepherdesses ; Pan leading 
the men^ Ceres the maids. 

Hold, hold, my Messenger appears : leave off, friends, 

Leave off a while, and breathe. 

Dio, What news ^ ye are pale, Mother. 

DeL No, I am careful of thy safety, Son, 

Be not affrighted, but sit still ; I am with thee. 

Enter Maximinian, Aurelia, Souldiers, 

And now dance out your dance. Do you know that person? 
Be not amaz’d, but let him shew his dreadfullest. 

Max, How confident he sits amongst his pleasures, 

And what a chearful colour shews in’s face, 

And yet he sees me too, the Souldiers with me. 

Aur, Be speedie in your work, (you will be stopt else) 
And then you are an Emperour. 

Max, I will about it. 

/ Dio, My Royal Cousin, how I joy to see ye. 

You, and your Royal Emperess ^ \ 

Max, You are too kinde, S\r, , 

I come not to eat with ye, and to surfeit 

r these poor Clownish pleasures ; but to tell ye 
look upon ye like my Windmg«shect^ , 

The Coffin of my Greatness, nay, m]^ Grave : 

For whilst you are alive — 

Dio, Alive, my Cousin ? 

Max^ I say, Alive. I am no Empeeour \ 

I am noticing but mine ow<n disquiet. 
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Dio, •Stay, Sin -i, 

Mux, I cannot stay. The Souldiers upon yc^ 

I would fein spare ye ; but mine own securitit 
Compels me to forget you arc my. Uncle, 

Compels me to forget you made me C^rsar : 

For whilst you arc remembred, I am buried. 

Dio, #Did not I make ye Emperour, dear [Cjousin, 

The free gift from my special grace ? 

Del, Fear nothing. • 

« Dio. Did not I chuse this povertie, to raise you ? 

That Royal woman gave into your arms too ? 

BIcss’d ye v/ith her bright bcautie gave the SouTdiers, 

The Souldier that hung to me, fix’d him on ye ? 

Gave ,ye the worlds command ? 

Max, This cannot help ye. 

Dio. Yet this shall case me. Can ye be so base, Cousin, 
So far from Nobleness, so far from nature, 

As to forget all this? to tread this Tie out ? 

Raise to your self so foul a monument 
That every common foot shall kick asunder ? 

Must my blood glue ye to your peace ^ 

Max. It must, LJncle; 

I stand too loose else, and my foot too feeble 
You gone once, and their love retii’d, I am rooted. 

Dto. And cannot this remov’d poor State obscam nae ? 

I do no»^ seek for yours, nor enquire ambitiously 
After your growing fortunes. Take heed, iny kinsman, 
Ungratcftliness and , blood mingled together, 

Will, like two furious Tides — 

Max. I mu8t sail thorow ’em : 

Let ’em be Tides of death, Sir, I must stem up. 

Dio. Hear but this l^t, and wisely yet consider : 

Place round about ray Grange a Garison, 

That if I offer to exceed my limits. 

Or ever in my common •talk name Emperour, 

Ever converse with any greedy Souldier, 

Or look for adoration, n^, for courtcsic 
Abovc^ Ae days salute. — Think who has fed ye, 

Thiiik, Cousin, who I am. Do ye slight my misisify ? 

N«r, then 1 charge thee; na)„I meet thy cr^ekie. 

B B 2 
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Max. This cannot serve; prepares now fell onj souldiers, 
And all the treasure that I have. [Thunder and Li^tning. 

Sould. The Earth shakes; 

We totter up and down ; we cannot stand, Sir ; 

Me thinks the mountains tr€mble too. 

2 Sould. The flashes 

How thick and hot they come ? we shall be burl’d all. 

Del. Fall on, Souldiers : 

You that sell innocent blood, fall on full bravely. 

Sould, We cannot stir. 

Del. ^You have your libertie, 

So have you, Lady. One of you come do it. 

[A hand with a Bolt appears above. 
Do you stand amaz’d ^ Look o’re thy head, Maxirmnian^ 
Look to thy terrour, what over-hangs thee : 

Nay, it will nail thee dead ; look how it threatens thee : 
The Bolt for vengeance on ungrateful wretches ; 

The Bolt of innocent blood : read those hot charafters, 

And spell the will of heaven. Nay, lovely Lady, 

You must take part too, as spur to ambition. 

Are ye humble ? Now speak ; my part’s ended. 

Does all your glory shake ? 

Max. Hear us, great Uncle, 

Good and great Sir, be pitiful unto us : 

Below your feet we lay our lives : be merciful : 

Begin you, heaven will follow. 

Aur. Oh, it shakes still. 

Max. And dreadfully it threatens. We acknowledge 
Our base and foul intentions. Stand between us ; 

For faults confess’d, they say, are half forgiven. 

We arc sorry for our sins. Take from us, Sir, 

That glorious weight that made swell, that poison’d us ; 
That mass of Majestic I laboured under, 

^oo heavie and too mighty for my manage) 

That my poor innocent days may* tum again. 

And my mind pure, may purge me of these curses ; 

By your old love, the blood that runs between us. ^ ^ 

[The hand 

Aur. By that love once ye bare to me, by that Sir, 
That^blcascd maid enjoys—^ 
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Dit^ *Risc up, dear Cousin, 

And be your words your judges : I forgive ye ; 

Great as ye are, enjoy that greatness ever, 

Whilst I mine own content make mine own Empire, 

Once more I give ye all ; learn to deserve it, 

And live to love your Good more than your Greatness. 

Now shc^ your loves to entertain this tuiperour 
My honest neighbours. Geta^ see all handsom. 

Your Grace must pardorf us, our house is little ; 

But such* an ample welcom as a poor man 

And his true love can make you and your Empress* 

Madam, we have no dainties. • 

Aur. *Tis enough, Sir; 

We shall enjoy the riches of your goodness. > 

Smld, Long live the good and gracious DlocUtian, 

Dio. I thank ye, Souldiers, I forgive your rashness. 

And Royal Sir, long may they love and honour ye. 

l^Drums march afar offi 

What Drums are those ? 

Del. Meet ’em, my honest Son, 

They are thy friends, Charinus and the old Souldiers 
That come to rescue thee from thy hot Cousin. 

But all is well, and turn all into welcoms : 

Two Emperours you must entertain now. 

Dio, O dear Mother, 

I have will enough, but I want room and glory, (rily, 
Del. That shall be my care. Sound your pipes now mcr- 
And all your handsom sports. Sing ’em full welcoms. * 
Dio, And let ’em know, our true love breeds more stories 
And perfijft joys, than Kings do, and their glories. 

ISxiUrtt 
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APPENDIX. 


'h^tkif&ilowtng references to the text the lines are numbered from the top of the 
' including titles^ ctcts^ stage directions^ &‘c.^ but not, of course, the 

headline or mere ‘ rules ’ Where, as in the lists of Persons Pepresentea, 

. th^e are double columns, the right-hand column is numbered after the left* 

It has not been thought necessary to record the correction of every turned 
letter not the substitution of marks of interrogation for marks of exclamation 
an 4 vin versd Full-stops have been silently inserted at the ends of speeches 
and each fresh speaker has been given the dignity of a fresh line; in the 
double-columned folio the speeches are frequently run on. Misprints in the 
Quartos and the First Folio are recorded when they appear to be interesting. 
A word or two from the printed text is attached to the variants recorded below 
ill casei where the variant, by itself, would not be sufficiently clear. 

A WIFE FOR A MONTH. 

A = First Folio B = Second Folio. 

p. 1, 11 . 3 ff. Not in A. 

p. a, I 22. A] Ex Lords. 

p. 4, I, 23 li mipnnts] Your are. 

p. 7, 1 33 A heic and sometimes elsewhere prints Mar,/(;r Queen, 
p 9, 1. 24. A] God. 1 25 A] name him. 1 . 35. A comma has 
been taken away after Eiincess. 

* p 10,1. 18. A and Podramo. 1 . 19. K prints "ldo 6 .. for Qam, 

I. 26 AJ mothers 

p IX, 1 . 12. A] feeles. 1 24 A] eyes. A}hai 

p. la, 1 . 12. A] At their 1 34. AJ all on. 

p. X|, 1 . 30. A] whipt there 

p. 15, 1 29. K punctuates^ him in death, ^ 

p. 19, I 18. AJ vertues 

p. ao, 1 I. A] conceive she has you. I 31. A]dcadatt*i| 
p. aa, 1 . 24. B] Cassander. 1 . 25. A] (alia* ^J. 26. 
p. a3, 1 . I. A] a thy. y- 

p. #4,3. I. A] Beside . soulcs. 1.17. Ajwingnto^. 1 . 35. A) 
A the. ' . ' 

p. iS, 1. I. ^ comma has been taken out after Tonj^ 'If reads Tony 
Movring, and Fooie following. 1 . 4. A}vergi& .jp] Vyrkyotf. 1 17« 
A] curtail’d. 1 . 24. A] sweet-meatt. * 
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A WIFE FOR A MONTH 

p. 26, 1 . 16 . A] ft bed. 

p* 28 , 1 . 8, A] for It. 1.13. A] Enanthe. 1 . 38. B] late, 
p* 29, 1 . 36. A cmt/s the cohm^ 

• p. 31, 1. 8 A] much mft^y it do ye wth it my. I, 11. A <^miis] Exil. 

1 . 11. AfUr this line instead of ike second Exit ami the stc^^ direction ^ A addsl 

And when you please, and how allay my miseries. 

^ Enter Frederick. 

To whom I kneele be mercifuU unto me, 

Looke on my harmelesse youth AngcK of pitty, 

And from my bleed Ihg heart wipe off my sorrowes, 

The power, the pride, the malice and injustice 
df cruell men are bent against mine innocence 
You tha*^ controwle the mighty wills of Princes, 

Ana bow their stubborne aimrs, look on my weakUcsse, 

And when you please, and how, allay my miseries 
Fred. Hast etc. 

1 . 38. B misprints^ spcechs. 
p. 3a, 1 . 11 A] minutes 

p 33, 1 . 2. B misprints] Scneragin. 1 20. B misprints] ('an. 
p. 34, 1 . 18. A] gotxly. 
p. 35, 1 . 39 * 

p. 36, 1 17. A] credit yea 
p. 37, 1 . 10, A] desire 

p. 38, 1 23. A] honour’d 1 27 B is 

p. 40, 1 . I. Aj my mines 1 . 31 A omi/s] part 1 . 37. BJ Woiship. 

p. 41, 1 8 A] It too. 

p. 42, 11 . 14 and 15 A imeiis staj^'t direction Enter Cassandra ker$ instead 
of an p. 43, U. ao, 21 

P* 43 » 1 ' 3 * A tramjeis too from end of It m to brjotc grown K 14 A] 

has given. 1 23 A omtts sta^ difution, 1 24 A omtti Fred, and 
gives the hm to VaL , 

p. 44, 1 2. A] your face I ly A] by her 1 22. A] friends to 
tell il 37, 38 A adds the foUcnvtng lines, npiated from ]>. 42, 11. 25—34 
with slight dtfcrenccs 

Fred. Voii have the hapjnnessr you ever aim’d .it, 

The jciy, and pleasure 
Vsl. Would you had ihc^hke, Sir. 

Fred. You tumble in delights with your sweet I^dy, 

And draw the minutes out in ilcare embraces, 

You lead a nght ds life 
Fal, ‘Would you had tryed it, 

TlUct you might know' the vertue but to vufTer, 

If anger, though it tie unjust and insolent 
Sits^^haa^mef upon you then your scornc. Sir. 

Fivd. ilem etc. 

p. 46, A] t 6 A] 1.31. A] excellcttcft ill 

bcni^y. 
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p. 47. 1- 5- A] ye. 1. 6. A] ye. 
p. 48, 1. 17. A] lyen. 
p. 4p, 1. I. A] speak, is. 
p 50, 1 27. A] dare, 
p. 51, 1. 6. A] what IS. 
p. 52, 1. 9. A] vilde. 

p. 53, 1. 6. A] Tameris. f 

p. 54, 1. I. A] in a Coach. 1. 8. A] Raines. 1. 26. A] cold, 


p 561 1* 17* A] juster then thine, in. 
times 1 37. A] mine. 

1^ 1 9. A omits] thee. 

1.31- 

A] 

p. 57» b n A] rights. 

L 



p. 61, 1. 2Q, A] a my. 1 36. A omits stage direction* 



p. 62, 1. 8. A] Gallenatius. 1. 

1. 38. A] flung I’th. 

II. A] Has. 1. 15. 

A] an’t. 



p. 65, 1. 12 B misprints] abilily. 

1. 16. A] Eason 

I. 23. 

A] 

outsides. 



p. 66, 1. 34. B mtspfints] me. 




p. 67, 1. 22 A comma has been added at the end of the line. 

1. 34- 

A] 


Abidig 1. 35. Repeated twice in error in A. 
p 69, 1. 25. A] And woe. 
p. 71, 1. 32. B] swell. 

p 73, 1. I B] Majors 1 8. A] you bfive 

THE LOVERS PROGRESS. 

P 74i 11* 3 A. 1. 10. A comma has been substituted 

for a full stop after Calista 1. 20. B] Lemeor, 

p. 75, 1. 10. A comma has been supplied at the end of the line* 1. 26. A] 
glister. 

p. 78, I. 24. A cuids after Oratory] tickle her to the quick, 

P 79i h 31. A omits^ as. 

p. 81, 1. 4. B] knee’ld 1 16. A] honour, 1. 33 A] Oke* 
A superfluous t takes the place of the comma at the end of the line* 
p 8a, 1. 9. B] Clender. 
p. 83, 1. 21. B misprints'] languishng. 
p. 85, 1 . 8 . B misprints] Cla. L 33. V adds his efter 
p. 88, L 4. A] mettle, 
p. 90, 1, 25.* A omits] is. 
p. 95, 1* 6. B misprints] Cal. 
p. 97, 1. r. B misprints] as. 
p. 98, 1. 24. A] it blowes. !. 32. A] a pieoea. 
p. 99, 1. 7. A] some cure. 1. 35. A] feld*^!. 
p. xox, I 16. A] Ex. Manet. Cal. Clairiit. Stayea CaHst. 1. 23. ^ mis^ 
prints] Cij. 1. 15. A] but you. 
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THE PILGRIM 

p* %m, LSs. A] with ye. L 38. B mis^fimis] Cd. 
p. X03, L 35. A] dranke. 1. 34. A] he’s, 
p. XO5, 1. 6 . A] lock’d his graces. 

* p. 106, 1. 5. A] afflict you. 

p. 107, 1. 5. A] bum. 1. 6. A pmits] it, 1. 8. A] faith and dull, 
1. 34» A] never. 

p. Z08, 1.^13. K tmits the 5ec0Hd'\ do. 1. 39. A ^mits] in. 
p. xxo, 1. 33. A] kill cow. ’ 

p. Ill, 1. 31. B mUpnnts\ hyprocisie. 

p. iia, 1. 17. AemiVj] doth. 1. 33. B] loves 1. 31. hopes, 
p. XX4, U 6. B misprints^ Dor. I 39. A omits] Hark, a Song and 
inserts it after dean, p. 115, 1. 30. 

p. Z15, 1. 6. A] beds, downe. I. 18. K omits the seiond^y^t\c<:^m, 
p. 1x9, 1. 4. B] coversation. 1. 5. A] yon’d. I. 39. B j understand, 
p. 120, 1. 3. A] wil’ing. 1. 36. B mxsprintC] net. 
p xai, 1. 5. A] your fathers. 1. 18 A] kinsmen. 1 23. A and B] 
Chrysantes. 

p. Z22, 1. 16. B] Ghosty. 

p. 125, 1. 30. B] Clorindon 

p. 126, 1. 3. A] Mistris. 

p. 131, 1. i6. A] to a. 

p. 133, 1. 30. A] Womens. 

p 136, 1. 8 A] sake 1 ^1. A] misery’s. 

p. 138, 1. 5. A} ever. 

p. 142, 114. B misprints] dequeath. 

p. 147, 1. 19. B misprints] you. I 35. A] and I. 

p. 149, 1. 2a A and B] Crysantbes. 

p. 150, 1 II. B] Leon. 1. 39. A and B] Ciysanthes 

p, 151, L 37. A and B] of. 

p. 153, 1. 16. B] nor. 


THE PILGRIM. 

P* *53i B 3 /<» end of page not in A. 
p. 154, 1. 3. A omits] and. * 

p. iSSi t 33. A] family, 1 hate young. B misprmts] Pcaro. 

p. X56, L 3$. A] sort. • 
p, X57, 1 . 3d. A] tettish. 

p. Xf9, 1 . 5. A omits] and. I. 16. B misprints] i Beg. 
p. t6o, 1. 34. A) ye’ arc hartly. L 36. A] knew, 
p. iBx, I. ti. A omiii} and. 

p, 162, La. A] mcdiaMt IL $ and n. A] Are ye... ye on. L |4« A] 
ft have. L 40. A] a{^^eare$. 
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C 

p. i 63»1. 9. B calimides. 1 . 15. A] do 7c. 1 . «o. A] 

you holy ^ounderers. 1 . 23. A] Have. 1 . 25* A] he is. * 1 . 39* A 
ofma stagn dtrccttm, 

p, 164, 1 . I. A] O* met 1 . 8. A] Tis so too true. 1 . 9. A] 
graved. 1 . 18. A omiti\ so. 1. 2^. A] ith ayre. I. 28. A] Ye 
amaze. 1. 34. A] hang’em all. 

p. 165, 1. 9. AT Her band. 

p, i( 56 , 1 . 26. A] upwards. ^ 

p. l6y, 1. 2. A] but ye 1 . 6. B misprtnts\ still. 1 . 17. A] Shalt, 
p. 168, 1 8. A] Teresse. I. 37. A] Jumping-J<me. I. 38. A] 
joggle. • 

p. 169,1. 17. A] o’ foot. 1 . 18. A] shall be. ' 

p. 170, l«j2. A] Ye. 1 . 13. A] flea. 1 . ^3. aJ Loper ken and 
on p. 1 7 1, 1 . 8. 1 . 34. A] nor harshly, 

p 171, 1. 10. A] well what . 
p 17a, 1 34. A] upon me 
p 173, 1 . 25. A] as you. 
p 174, 1 8 A and B] Loper. 

P * 75. 1 37 - A] vildly. 
p. 176 , 1 12. A] sue to thee. 

P * 77 . h 4- A] will 
p 178, 1 20 AJ filde 
p i8x, 1 . 24. A] Loper 
p. 182, 1 . 29 A] 0 

!». 183, 1 . I A juU stop has bftn added at the end of the line 1 . 15. B] 
let, 

p. 184, 1 M. A mafk of interrogation has heeft substituted fot a colon* 
I 15. AJ Kastwcs 

p. 185, 1 . I. Bj me 1 20 A] know. I. 34. B mispnnts] now. 
p f86, 1 33. li punctuate^] me , when ye see me, 

P 187,1 22 B misprints] Jap. 
p. 188. 1. 6 ^ mt^print\\ Alphoso. 

P * 90 » 1 37 * A 1 his torum, 

, p 191^ 1 . j 9 A] Goffer, 
p. 195, 1. iH B] shold. ^ 

p 196. 1 . 18 A omits] Mast, aiui continues speech at Ped.’s. 
p. 197, 1 . 35 A] Sigonia, 

P *99. 1 - ^ AJ yond scape I. 30. ‘ A adds after Posie:T Prick me, 
and healc me. 

p* aoo, I 7. A] coxcomes. 1 . 30. A] a’. ‘ 

p. SOI, 1 I. AJ Is’t it not. 1 19, A] I shall. 

h tp A] shall l>e. U 26. Ainnits tdke tnd comma aflet^hesmei* 
'p. m$i l. 1, A] content. 1 . 7. 3, 1 . 3Jfc A] Has 

)>ee«i tormented. 1 i 
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THE CAPTAIN 

p. 304, 1 . A] O*. I. 33; A] 0 \ 1 . 36. AJflp gui<L 

p, aoSft 51. A] should now. 1 . 35. A] the mine, 

p, 206, 1 . 33. A] by th* word ..ye. 1 . 3^. A] 'th as m (i.<. iwwiVi 

307,1. 14. A] decarded. 1 26. A] whcnethn*. I.|s7. A) scar, 
1. 34. A Rod. akd^ves both spetches tn error to Pedii , 

p. 308, 1 . 3. A] Keep us thus, 
p. aog, 1. 7. A] mackrels. 1 . 3a. A] shee-foolc. 
p. 310 , 1 . 7? A] do ye. 1 . 9 A] plumb. !. 37. A] onre*^ 
p, 3X1, 1 . It, A] pig thy. t id. A] cod pice. 1 . 38. A] Ileavdl. 

p. 2X3, 1. 13. A) like he. * 

P, 3x4, 1. X#. A a. 

p. 3x6, 3 A] Segonia. 

p. 3x7 n. Aovn/s] do 1. 21 AJ simke. 1. 37.^ A] I !»ee. 

1. 40. AJ Sunon. 

p. 218, 19. A] Segonia. 

p, 219, 7. A] gambali,. I 36. A and li punttuati[ thoice men, 

p. 22X, 4. A] lb as due a place. 1 7 A] anya>^ay. 
p. 322, 28. A] Segonia. 

p 223, 19. A] Segonia. 

p. 234, 1 t. AJ P'or there. 

p. 225, 1. I. A full stop has been added at tlu end of the line, 1.6, AJ 

ye 

p. 227, 1. 29. A] A semt'COlon has been addtd affet nothing 
p. 228, 1. 32. A] Segonia 

THE CAPTAIN. 

p 2^(if to end of pape not tn A. 1. 9 Ji] Inlia 1 27 BJ Clara, 

p. 333, U 20. A] a war 1. 37. A] (Ih (h)d 
p. 333, I, 3. A] not pertell. 

P* *35» i 3 AJ for gods 1. 7. A] lnhohl 1. 21. i\j{if0sfrom 
here tp Fra. 1* 23. A] () God what. 1 24 .\] if were thaiik God 

1. 36. A) decaid crare oC 

P* b A] ya’re# 1 7. A] as? she. 1. 19 A omits] wenc^i,i 
1. 20, A omtfs Clo and git) fs ike line to hran 
p* tl37i I AJIfCiodhad^ 

p. 338, 11. 27 — 32 A dnneks thus] such will It I 11. 33—35. A 

divides into 3 ll. at] love. ^ 

p. 339, 1. a. A] thank (}od 
p. 340, 1. 34. A] a’th 1. 35 A] gcKxl God 
p.,341, 1. 5. A] ’ath Cithron. 1. 37. B] ought, 
p. 343tl. 21. A] swallows. 

p. 344, 26. A omits iomma after] modest. 1. 29. AJ a coniciOfii^. 

1. 35. A] will you. 
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p. 34$, L £. A] deadly. 1 . 6. Af has held.. .good Godf t. 8. A] 
dare. 1 . A] ye would. • * 

p. 946, L 5. A] have strooke. 1 . 30. A adds at end] omnes, 

p. 247, 1 . 5. B misprints] up. 1 . 8. A] to God. 1 . 14. A] of 
1 . 17 ^misprints] that. 1 . 31. A] Pox a. 1 . 34. A] make. 1 . 38. A] 
mischiefe. 

p. 248, 1 . 6 . A] And seasons. 1 . 40. A] a’th. 

p. 249, 1.9. A here and often eisewhere] Jacamo. 1 . 24. ^A] Cat Skins, 
p. 250, 1 . 29. A] heads. 1 32. A] suflfering. 
p. 251, 1 . 8. A] are ye. 1 . 37. A] Sinews, 
p. 252, I. II. B] ’ll. 1 . 13. A] yet ’a. ^ 

p. 253,1. 19. A] he were. 1 . 20. A] He could. 1 . 22. A] of their. 
1 . 37. A] pinions. 

p. 254, 1 . 4. A] in need. 1 . 13. A] yon. 
p. 255, 1 . 12 A] orethiow. 
p. 256, 1 . 13. A omits] have. 

p. 258, 1 . 9. A omits] and Jacomo. 1 . 22. A gives this line also to 
Fred. 1 . 23 A omits] P^red. 

p. 259, 1 . 10. A omits] will. 1 . 32. B misprints] Faih. 
p. 261, 1 . 24. A] purge your 

p. 262, 1 . 16. A] thank God. 1 . 22. A here and often elsewhere prints 
^ngilo. 

P^j263, 1 . 14. A] mongst. 
p. 264, 1 . 30. A] Pray God 
p. 265, 1 . 34, A] God pardon, 
p 266, 1 18. A] pottage 

p. 268, 1 14. A] trucks. 1 34. B misprints] 

p. 270, 1 21. A] ha been 

p. 271, 1. 18. A] I, though you. 1. 29. B] so be. 1. 31.^ AJ t’werc. 
p. 272, L 32. A omits] l’. 

P* * 73 » 1 * 3*- A] Tyre-wench. i. 33. A] for Gods, 
p. 274, 1 . 33. A omits] O me. 

p. 275, U 10. A] It has. 1 . II. A] to Jove. 1 . 15. B] quamish. 

i« 29. A ofnits the comma after honest 1 33. A] away for Gods sake Julio. 
B] away, Julio. 

p. 277, 1 . 2. A] you yet. ' 

p. 278, 1 . 16. AJ I was. 1 . 21. AJ When you. 

p. 279,1. 21. A] disgrace you, L 38.t A] Shart? 
p. 280, 1 . 21. A omits] a. 1 . 21. A] Codpeeece. 

p. 281, 1. 19. B misprints] IV. 1 . 24. A] be lie mine Host L 26. A] 
bllttcn. 

p. 982, 1. 3. KpunctueUee] parcells here. 1 . fi. A] vellet. 1. 7, AJ 
soda. 1.17. A] pray to G<xl thou. B] pray thou. 1. 37. A] y^, 
p, 284, 1 . 3. A] has. I, 35. A all. 
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THE PROPHETESS 

!». a$5* ^ A] Mai?7 God iKess. B] Many bless. ^ 
p. aSfif 1. 13. A] pox a. 1. 18. A] you too. 1. 39: A] thank 
i>. a«7. L II. A] this way. 1. 33. A] Pray God. 

»p, ai>,L 33. A] Brother fly. I. 36. B A. 

p.^,1.7. ihts to JtLC, 1.16. A] to God. 1.^. A] 

please God. 1. ao. A] ’a will. 

p. 390, 1. 35. A adds] God, d^otr h 1. a6. A] S’biood ye. i 30. A] 
S*bIood but a 

p, 391, 1. 3. A omits] and Servants. 1 9 A] P'or heaven God sake. 
1.33, A] for Odd. !• 3i‘ A^omiis stage dtrecHon 
^p. 393, 1. 17. A adds] Exeunt. 
p. 394, b*t6* A omits] not. 

p. 396, 1. 36. B misprmis] bead. ^ 

p, 397, 1. 31. A puts mar^ of tnterrogatton after stone, 
p. 398, 1. 33. A givis That thou to previous line. 
p. 399, 1. s. A] firea. b 11. A] Gods will. K 15. A] help then 
A] Gods sake. 

p. 300, 1. 9. A] Yo«. 
p. 303, 1. 7. A] you are. 
p. 304^ 1. 15. B mispnntJf] Lod. 

p. 305, 1. 33, A] Had. 1. 19. A] Art sure it was V> omtt\] it. 
p.3o6, L a. A] old leg. 1. 13. A adds] and ^forego 1. 15. A 
omits] will, 1. aa. A adds] more before loth. 1. a6. A eontsnues] If 
so and omits Fran, in line below. 1. 33. A] y’ faith. 

p. 307, 1. 34. A prints It at end of line instead of beginning oj foUotoingline* 
p. 308, 1. 1. A] head, add Probatum, 1. 1 1. A adds] above after wench. 
I. 19. A] God send. 

p. 309, 1. a. A] Lift. 1 4. A] do you. I. 13 A] that you# 
1. 13. A omits] 1. 1. 31, A] jest. 1. 33. A] Gentlcwuraan. 

p. 310, 1. 6. A] the strongest. I 10 (i» small type stage dictum), jtj 
goel A wails. 

p. 3I1, 1. id* A] counterfeit it crying I. aa. A] a face, 
p. 313, 1. a. A] off, the fresh. 1. 15. A] bfi. 
p. 313, 1. 17. B] hastly. 1. 33. B] Clora? 

p. 314, 1. 14. A] Enter Father and Servant 1. 36. A omits stage 
direetiom here aid inserts it on p. 315, 1. 3. 

V* 3*5> b 5. B misprints] u^epccted. 1. 14. A] slubbwd. A} 

that that. 

p. 3|«, I a* A] began. ^ 

THE PROPHETESS. 

p. 3»». Ib 3 to end of page not in A. 
p. 333, 1. 33. A adds] BOW aftot^ not. 

p. 314, l. 7. A] is wt. 1 . 13. AJ riavn. 
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>. 3a5» I 6. A] foot. 1. 14* 1] ye may. 1. A owiV/J of. 
% 33* A omits] the. • 

p. 327, 1. 18. A] can ye. 

p. 3*8, 1. ao. K punctuates] Or rather, (mark. 1. 31. A] at last, 
p. 1. 9. A] South-sayer. 

P‘ 33% 2^5« A] that Cannon,.. give ye. 

p. 331, 1. 26. A] into ye. 

P 333» i- 13* A] have ye. 1. 26. A] you will. • 

p. 334. 1. 8. B misprints] remember. 1. ii. A] do do. 

p. 335, 1. 23. A] comforts. ^ P 
p. 338, 1. 6 B misprints] Centunus. 1. 17. A] parts. ^ 

P* 339. i 34* A omits stage direction, 

p 342, ♦>28 B misprints] fulfull. 1. 29. A omits stage direction. 
1. 36. K prints marks of interrogation instead of exclamation, 
p. 347, 1. 28. A] the Satyre of. 

P 348, 1 17. A] hats. 

p. 351. 1. 25. A] as the mid. 1. 27. A] Watch. 

p. 353, 1. 15. A] those. 

p. 354, 1 16. A] am no where, Sir. 

P 355. I* ^2. A] pleasures, 
p. 356, 1. 31. A] Ian flames shot. 

p. 358* 1- 22. A] hold but up 1. 28. A] aspect .tells, 
p. 359, 1. 36 A] my great fortune, 

p. 360, 1. 25, A] ye now. 

p. 361, 1. 1. A] Not stop, 1. 3. A] Sigh that, 
p. 36a, 1. 19 A] Divels. 
p. 364, I 8. A] much upon. 

P 385. Is* A] few poor fugitives, 
p. 367, 1. 2. A] pleasure 

p. 370, 1. I A] Though now like. 1. 7. A] I love. 1. 51, A] 
the least. 

p. 371, h I. A] scatter ’em, 1. 12. A] keeps 
P* 374. i 4 A omits] and 1. 1 3. A] Courage is. 

P* 375. 1* II* A] my 1. 29. A] What a 
P 377i h 25. B wispnnts] Soveragins^. 
p, 381, 1. I. B] are. 

p. 385, 1. 6. B misprints] quiely. * 

p. 3%, I, 7. B mispnnts] Dousin. * 

End of Vol. V. 
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